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When you travel, you see a world for which you have no responsibility. A world that wasn’t 
made by or for you is miraculously set out for your use. There you walk, for a while, on ‘‘the 
road not taken.’’ You ask yourself eerie questions about how life might have been. And there 
you commit voyeurism. You read symbolic meanings into the lives of strangers. 

Travel is an altered state of consciousness. The most ordinary act, a trip to the bank, a busride, 
buying a newspaper, becomes an adventure. The sights inthe streets are an endless riot of col- 
or and variation. You can’t read signs. You are a child again. 

Then why is the soul of the traveler tinged with regret? The newfound world has a past that 
can never be known, so that there is always a sensation of having arrived too late. And because 
of that late arrival, any real intimacy is impossible. The atmosphere is that of one-night sexual 
encounters — which may be why such events frequently occur during travel. You dream cf par- 
ticipating in the world you are visiting, you try touching the strangers somehow, but you know 
your presence is irrelevant. You have no more hope of changing anything than a ghost does. 
The tourist is forever the ghost at the banquet. Tourists talk about home the way ghosts talk 
about their lives on earth. 

It is all about habit, habit’s deathly grip on everyday awareness. Habit which we cannot live 
without for fear of chaos, habit which offers security in an unpredictable world, habit that travel 
does so much to annihilate, revealing, for once, the face of the sufferer beneath the big load 
of trouble that living at home is. 
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Vacation is so short. You’ve waited fifty weeks 
for it, and before you’ve even gotten where you're 
going and settled down, it’s time to start back. 
Isn’t there some way, you ask, to extend your 
vacation a bit? Well, we’ve collected suggestions 
from travel agents the world over, and here are 
some of the fabulous innovative ideas you can 
put to work as you plan this summer’s getaway. 

You could visit Yesterday. Check out your 
globe. Notice how the time zones converge at the 
top and bottom. You could go up north, twenty 
miles or so south of the pole, rent a plane and 
fly in a circle against the rotation of the earth. If 
the circle were small enough you could cross the 
very top of the International Date Line several 
times in a single day. You could go back weeks, 
or reset your vacation to the beginning every time 
it was about to end. 

What? You don’t want to spend your vacation 
at the North Pole in a noisy freezing plane? OK, 
try this. Fly to a country with a healthy black 
market, and trade your dollars for the local cur- 
rency (scagadillas) on the street. Then fly back 
to the U.S.A. and trade the scagadillas for dollars 
at the absurd official rate. Then fly back and do 
it again. This vacation would last forever. 

What? You don’t want to spend your vacation 
on 747’s schlepping bags of scagadillas? Well, 
that’s understandable enough. Here’s a sugges- 
tion that permits you unlimited time in any hotel 
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on earth. Take very little money with you — 
almost none, in fact, and no credit cards. Go 
anywhere you want, and check into the most lux- 
urious and expensive hotel you can find. Make 
sure you never have enough money to check out, 
so that you will have to stay forever. 

What? You don’t want to spend your vacation 
sneaking table scraps in a hotel dining room? 
Just a hotel isn’t enough, even if it lasts forever? 
Well, there are related schemes. Spend all your 
vacation budget on an airplane ticket that takes 
you so far away that you can’t afford to fly back, 
for example. Or drive someplace far away, sell 
your car and stay another month. 

There are also ways to extend your vacation 
by the use of philosophical techniques developed 
by the ancients. Say you have two weeks’ vaca- 


tion. At the start, make up your mind to take on- 


ly half of your vacation at a time. Live one week, . 


then divide the remaining seven days in half. Live 
those three and a half days, then divide the re- 
maining time in half once again. As long as you 
keep halving the time you have left, your vaca- 
tion can never end. . 

Another technique is to quit your job whle 
you’re away on vacation. With nothing to vacate, 
vacation would then become your job. Your could 
work for two weeks a year to take an 
anti-vacation. : 

Of course there are other ways to stretch your 
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vacation forever. Try to get over the Bourne 
Bridge at six o’clock on a Friday afternoon in 
August. Or go someplace insufferably boring, to 
make the time pass slower. This has the extra 
advantage of making it easier to come home. | 
have also heard of cases where people refuse 
to go on vacation at all, for fear of having to come 
back. They have to be dragged from their houses 
and forced into their cars, while they scream 
things like, ‘‘If it never starts, it never ends.” 


For some, the pressure of having to go on 
vacation is just too great, and they accumulate 
vacation days for years at a time, looking forward 
to some hypothetical supertrip that more often 
than not is taken in a long black Cadillac. Others 
whom we know well come back from vacation so 
wasted that it requires weeks of work before they 
are recuperated enough to take a couple of sick 
days. 

My own feeling is that we ought to do away with 
vacations altogether, scrap the whole idea. Im- 
possible, you say? People will never stand for it? 
Wrong. | have a scheme that’s guaranteed to be 
popular. We abolish the whole idea of vacations 
by outlawing the whole idea of work. That way 
you not only skip two stupid weeks of frantic 
travel, you also dispense with fifty weeks of 
repetitious gobbledygook. And wherever you may 
be, you can stay for as long as you like. 

David Lenson 
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Pokey and | were bored. Tired of work. Tired of winter. Tired of NoHo and 
Boston. We wanted to run away. Pokey wanted to go where the sun was 
too hot. | wanted to go where the people were way coo/. Someplace different. 
We couldn’t agree. We always see things opposite. So we chose Haiti. 

“Why Haiti!?” implored the travel agent. “They have A.I.D.S. In the 
Yucatan they have everything on the beach for you, like volleyball. . .” 

“O.K."’ | injected, “i don’t want to get the plague or anythiing, but | don’t 
want volleyball, so. . .” Apparently simply because Haiti is 95% Black, Creole- 
speaking, illiterate and known for abject poverty, mainuirition, disease, 
political oppression and A.|.D.S., well, choosy tourists pick Mexico or the 
Bahamas. 

Then there’s voodoo. Pokey was not happy about that, (I was). She saw 
a PM Magazine TV show on voodoo, which was rather frightening. | assured 
her that they don’t have anything like that in Haiti. They just have voodoo. 

We arrived at Duvalier International (bigger than LaFleur, smaller than 
everything else) at around 3:00 pm. Customs was a laugh. We tread timidly 
into the bright sun and sea of identically dressed taxi drivers. Toussaint 
Roger, driver du taxi extraordinaire, smiled first. ““Your bags, sir?’ For a chill- 
ing nanosecond | flashed to Pontecorvo’s Quemado, where Brando gets 
filleted by the bag man. Toussaint gently pulled my bags, smiling “‘pas pro- 
bleme.” | laughed. No shit. | was in Haiti. 

Toussaint was wicked friendly, sincerely hustling us all the way and digg- 
ing it. “l take you anywhere in Haiti. | make you very happy. Your French 
is very good.’’ Pokey groaned and asked me to let her do the talking. We 
cruised downtown Port au Prince brimming and brustling with people, 
animals, Mercedes, and pushcarts in variable combinations. Trucks, buses 
and taxis are brilliantly illustrated by their drivers, honk honk loud, bright- 
money changers, beggars, crafts, paintings, food and children, like Green 
Street, yet different. We paid off Toussaint. Haiti wheels are tres cher. 

And so are most other things, for tourists. There used to be a middle-class 
couple in Haiti, but they moved to Boston. So all you get are peasants and 
aristocrats (who invest all their money abroad). It’s no problem finding a 
$200-a-night hotel room, but you can also find guest houses (Madame Sen- 
dral’s) pretty cheap. Food’s expensive and good. The tour guides list all the 
tourist things to do. Two good books are Haiti — The Black Republic by 
Seldon Rodman, and Written in Blood. \f you had the nerve and the immuniza- 
tions you could do most things in a peasant stylie for dirt cheap. But no Hai- 
tian would do that “for the fun of it.” Baby Doc’s idea of fun is racing 
speedboats. 

Before Baby Doc, Haiti was born in the blood spilled by several great 
military leaders who whupped the European colonialists’ asses. “‘We will 
write this act of Independence using a white man’s skull as an inkwell, his 
skin for parchment, blood for ink and a bayonet as a pen,”’ (quoted in Rod- 
man). Since that time there haven’t been that many White people around, 
so there is no racial tension per se, even for tourists, unless they bring it 
with them. 


Which of course, as big White tourists, we did. Me and Pokey got chauf- 
feured around, saw a lotta cool crafts and wild paintings, and listened to 
the bonus radio. We’re talking French romantic pop, to Creole accordion 
riffs, to Dominican merengue (salsa), segue to ‘‘Come Feel The Noise.” Hai- 
tian radio is more varied than college radio, but all on the same show. Then 
we’d go back to the guest house to have supper with, say, an Italian shoe 
salesman and an American swine scientist. | felt too insulated and wanted 
to move out more. Pokey wanted to slow down. We took a side trip to the 
Dominican Republic, to get out and slow down. Then we came home to Sen- 
dral’s to get more Haiti. We decided on the north coast, but the night before 
cruising was vaudou night. 

“‘“WWoulez-vous vaudou avec moi ce soir?” asked Jules in his best French. 
“‘Yehow,”’ said I. Pokey said, ‘‘Maybe we’ll see you there. . .” Jules con- 
vinced us (her) that it was touristy, and that we would be safe with him. It 
was a long ride through shantytown, in a clean white Peugeot, to the dead 
end of a dark street. Paid a ‘‘donation’’. Several other tourists showed. Dirt 
floor, tin roof with a post in the middle, no walls. An assistant priest drew 
““vevers”’ (religious designs) in the dirt, using a powdery white (no) substance. 
The vevers serve to entice the /oas (gods, spirits) into the arena where they 
may “mount” the afflicted one. The houngan or mambo (priest, priestess) 
calls the shots, dancing, singing or chanting with 7-10 assistants in Creole 
or a West African dialect. It’s all choreographed (loosely) to the beat of 4-7 
drummers. Nothing electric but the light bulb above, yet the power of the 
sound blows your sandals off. Makes Motown sound like uptown. Dancers 
writhing in the dust, swirling machetes, walking on coals, eating the burn- 
ing coals. To cool off they drink Clairin (cane sugar alcohol), which doubles 
as lighter fluid for the fires. A cute kid (not human) gets last rites and a close 
shave with a machete (spared). Meanwhile, the prostrate woman, mounted 
by the /oa (spirit), sucks an egg out of the dirt, chewing it to the beat while | 
white, yolk and shells drool down her neck. All the dancers fall out in ex- 
haustion. A good time was had by all. Show’s over in two and a half hours. 

One of the honchos came out to rap on vaudou and Creole culture. ““We 
believe in Everything and Nothing — Jesus, African gods, and Nothing. Pas 
probleme. Vaudou is a living religion. We make it everyday.” Is this vaudou f ’ 
or tourism? Who knows? In Haiti you will see terrible suffering, yet there . % ‘ um 
is always ‘‘no problem.” Afterwards | believed in Everything and Pokey & ao s . a» a 


believed in Nothing. We went to an outdoor disco to celebrate. (Port au Prince <ogee £7 Na / ia 
virtually closes when it rains). We drank rum, learned (we thought) the Hai- 

tian merengue, and taught our friends (everyone) the correct way to dance 

to. ‘‘Loverboy” and “‘Do You Wanna Funk?”’ Bon soir. i 

We reveilled early to fe promenade north to Cap Haitienne. Cruised the 2 BRIDGE STREET NORTH AMPTER ES Gt) 4 
coast, the waters the color of Curacao liqueur, the barren desert and those 
mountains. Haiti is Indian for land of mountains. Haiti is also the land of 
the peasants. They overflow the edges of the highway. The mountains are 
misty, surreal. The peasants are pretty real. Some children joined hands 
to block the road, so we’d stop and give money. They were hungry. We 
wound slowly up through this mountain of deprivation. It was pretty hot. This 
was all hitting us like water balloons made out of cement. Haitian drivers 
blasted by us in their new Land Rovers, horns on full time, scattering 
peasants as if they were chickens. We couldn’t help but stare, and Pokey 
hadn’t said anything for a long time. Seemed like many lifetimes later when 
we finally got to the guest house. Pokey asked me why | had ever wanted 
to go to Haiti. We noticed we hadn’t seen a White person all day. 

Got up early to drive to the Citadel, Haiti’s Eighth Wonder of the World, 
symbol of Haiti’s glorious past. It sits high on a mountaintop, built by Haiti’s 
first ‘emperor’ to defend against Napoleon. It was never used in battle. 
Pokey didn’t want to bother trekking up to it. Basically she wanted to take 
the Green Line back to Kenmore Square and go to the Rat. Our guide said, 
‘““‘You cannot come to Haiti and not see the Citadel.’’ | said, ‘‘Let’s go part 
way up... .”” We drove with our guide until our car started sliding backwards 
down the mountain. The peasants laughed at us. We laughed with them. 
We started walking. | remembered NoHo, vaguely. . . We were walking 
through peasants and mules, mist and tropical flora, sweating pretty good 
— then voila — we could see it, chez Henri Christophe, king of Haiti, built 
by 25,000 indentured. . . well, really slaves. Magnificent, monstrous, moronic 
monument to self-indulgence — militarily useless. Christophe got syphilis 
and shot himself in the head with a silver bullet. — It’s some kinda sight. 
Like Skinner Park, yet different. Pokey dug it in a big way. The view almost 
gave me a boner. It made the White House look like a House of Pancakes. 
It seemed like Zeus should live there. We felt pretty high. | thought, ‘‘We 
love Haiti.” 

Back to the car and crawled down to a driveable road. Headed south to 
Port au Prince. This time we drove more like natives. Fast, no staring, and 
nobody seemed to notice us. Some minor problems like they don’t have 
gas stations, but they do have funerals, right in the middle of the “highway.”’ 

Pas probleme. You just wait until they’re done, Lotsa grand prix, wetroad,_ - e 5 ant | 
rainbows, clouds, big blue sky ocean action on the road. It was way fun and ae { Vem W\ ; 
| was starting to think about home for the first time. Pokey said, ‘“You know, 


now | feel like | could stay here a lot longer.”’ | Ve ‘on - : B b ; BATA 
But why in Haiti? | dunno. Some weird, funky combination of French }o hy Vie A . 
Nee ae 
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sophistication — agnostic aloofism — and African pantheistic enthusiasm. 
Rich and poor. Depressed and manic. Oppressed and free-spirited. Glorious 
past, what future? Pain and pleasure, brightly dark, gorgeously ugly. 
Everything and Nothing. People so good, and kind, and hungry. And it’s 
as if they’ve given up on, or never heard of, our modern Madonna’s material 
world. They focus on the ‘‘equalizing”’ spiritual/existential aspect of life. No 
more revolutions. They’ve had plenty. Pas probleme. Why is that? 


After surviving the interminable, hot traffic downtown, we finally arrived : : ( | b 

at the wrong car rental place. We left the car there anyway, and walked hickowsmokeos yalion. yea 7 

across to Papa Doc International Airport. Pokey was obviously impressed (9 du (} let p rare A ( Z| [zo Ae 
ZANY #alna 5 1 yn C970 ‘GB 


with my navigation skills. She wasn’t talking again. | felt too hot. (I paid for 


our ice creams). ‘You must be pretty sick of this heat?” | asked. ‘‘No,”’ she 
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said, ‘‘it’s pretty cool here.”’ 
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With so much vacation on the 
brain, the OH NO! NOHO! 
Praesidium has gotten lazy 
with the quills, selectrics and 
apples this month. The only 
way to save our tails is to /et the 
readers do the work! So we’ re in- 
stituting this nifty new feature 
to showcase the Best of Box 
413. Unfortunately, con- 
tributors will be paid at the 
same rate as the staff. 
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HOW THINGS SHOULD BE NAMED 


| heard a story on the radio the other day about 
how an old apartment building burned down, kill- 
ing many of the tenants who were trapped inside. 
Officials called it the worst tragedy in their city’s 
history. 

| call it Fred. 

You see, that’s the problem with the world to- 
day: all the names are wrong. Take, for instance, 
the Eiffel Tower. Its real name should be Smells 
Nice. It just makes more sense that way. And 
wouldn’t Hubert of the Antilles be a more ap- 
propriate term for moth balls? 

| believe all dried up red felt tip markers should 
be renamed. ‘“‘creamy white thighs.’’ Masking 
tape should be ‘‘pesky ceramic pumpkins with 
balled up socks for eyes.’’ Charles de Gaulle 
should be the new name for mail you’ve already 
opened. A 1983 Plymouth Fiaro should become 
‘‘a common street trollop.”’ 

If | had my way, Ink Splat would be the new 
official title of the Speaker of the House of 
Representatives, and Russia and the Russians 
would be stale roasted peanuts and floor tile, 
respectively. The Moral Majority would be shop- 
ping carts while shopping carts would become 
happy little ditties. 

On the other hand, crazed Moslem insurgents 
would be, simply, speaker wire. A college educa- 
tion would be ‘‘not with a Frenchman, you won't.” 
A negotiated peace treaty should be renamed 
‘‘sporadic gunfire from the trees and surrounding 
hills.” The United States of America would be 
more suitably named An All-Star Gala Tribute to 
Sewer Gratings. Freshly mown grass should be 
an affable young man. Clams on the half shell 
should be replaced by a ruling junta. Under this 
system “‘corn on the cob’’ would be left 
unchanged. 

There are more, but | think you get the idea. 
Now I’m sure you’re asking yourselves, “Sure 
they make more sense, but why go through the 
trouble of making these changes after so long?” 
Well, for one thing, it will keep the ham off the 
streets at noon. For another, it will stimulate 
greater rubber chicken production. These are two 
benefits none can deny. 

Well, maybe Harley Stanton can deny them, 


but that’s only because he just happens to own - 


the only house to fold paper of its own free will. 
Big deal. Mine once spat at a passing car, but 
you don’t see me denouncing sound economic 
theory, do you? No, you don’t see me at all, 
because I’ve decided not to be visible any more. 
It’s just not what it used to be. And besides, I’m 
being followed by selzer water, only it doesn’t 
know it. 


Daniel J. White 


INTRA-UNIVERSAL MEMORANDUM 
TO: SOCIETY . 


FROM: A PROPONENT OF THE UNCERTAIN- 
TY PRINCIPLE 


SUBJECT: NEO-CONSERVATISM 


LOCATION: THE MATERIAL PLANE OF THE 
PHENOMENAL DIMENSION 


TIME LOCUS: THE YUPPIE MID-80’S 


EVERYBODY’S RUNNING SCARED. . . OF 
THEIR BOSS, OF THEIR LANDLORD, OF THE 
GOVERNMENT, OF THEIR NEIGHBORS, OF 
THEIR FRIENDS’ OPINIONS OF THEM, OF 
THEIR OWN SHADOWS. NOBODY’S SAFE, 
NOBODY’S SECURE, EVERYONE !IS ON 
SHAKY FOOTING, ASKING SUCH QUESTIONS 
AS: . ; 

AM | DRESSED RIGHT? DID | SAY THE 
RIGHT THING? WHAT WILL THE NEIGHBORS 
THINK? WILL MY FRIENDS APPROVE? 
SHOULD | WEAR THIS OUTRAGEOUS 
PSYCHEDELIC TIE TO THIS PARTY? WILL 
THEY THINK IT’S TOO WILD? AM | USING THE 
RIGHT DEODORANT? DO MY FEET SMELL 
TOO BAD? SHALL | WEAR THIS GREEN SHIRT 
WITH THE PAISLEYS OR SHALL | WEAR THE 
YELLOW-STRIPED ONE? WHAT IS THE “IN” 
POLITICAL OPINION THIS YEAR? DO | HAVE 
MY LINES RIGHT? AM / PLAYING THE GAME 
RIGHT? 

WHAT IF | LOSE MY JOB? WHAT IF | LOSE 
MY CREDIT? WHAT IF | LOSE MY PRECIOUS 
REPUTATION? WHAT WILL | DO IF THEY TAKE 
MY CAR AWAY? WHAT IF THE GOVERNMENT 
FINDS OUT WHAT I’M HIDING? WHAT IF MY 
LANDLORD KICKS ME OUT FOR THOSE WILD 
PARTIES !’VE BEEN THROWING? ! HOPE I’M 
DOING EVERYTHING RIGHT. | HOPE NOBODY 
CAN SEE THE REAL ME. WHAT IF THE ONLY 
FRIENDS | HAVE REJECT ME? 

WHAT IF EVERYTHING I THINK 1AM IS A BIG 
HOAX? WHAT IF IT’S ALL AN ELABORATE 
PUT-ON JUST TO IMPRESS THOSE AROUND 
ME? WHAT IF I’M JUST AN EMPTY SHELL? 
WHAT IF YOU CHECK OUT WHAT’S REALLY 
INSIDE, AND YOU FIND OUT THERE’S 
NOBODY THERE? 


A SPECIAL NON-MESSAGE BROUGHT TO 


- YOU FROM THE SOCIETY FOR CONSCIOUS 


EVOLUTION, A-NON-PROFIT NON- 
ORGANIZATION, DEDICATED TO ALTERING 
THE REALITY-CONSTRUCTS OF THE 
SAPIENT BIPEDS WHO HAVE ASSUMED 
DOMINANCE OF THE PLANET EARTH. 


SCRIBE J.F.B. 


A.C. COBRA’S 
-AUTOEROTIX 


You left me a month ago walking in the mudb- 
ed where the field cars are, ‘shopping.’ And 
what do you suppose is lying there trying to look 
invisible? The pink 1960 Impala four-door, is what 
it is. The tires ain’t even flat or nothing. 

| scratch my memory trying to recollect what 
ailment it was that benched this relic. Then it hits 
me. It was nothing but the starter motor! | was 
just too lazy or proud or sick or something to get 
out there when it was eighteen below and crawl. 

| go in the house and pick out the shirt | hate 
the most — that is some rough contest, let me 
tell you. | selects the one with the palm trees that 
there is nothing left of, that you can see right 
through, and match it with a pair of plaid chinos 
that look like Dick Clark, and then out | go, let 
myself down real easy into the mud, and 
squeegee under. 

Yeah, this looks familiar. Nice globs of oil 
hardened on the bottom of the frame. Lethal dust 
that comes siftin’ down every time you try to take 
off a bolt. Lots of nice jagged metal. | put on my 
shades to protect my eyes. Whack whack off 
come three bolts and couple of greasy wires and 
PLOP the starter falls right into the slime. Off | 
go to the barn, peel back the plastic dropclioth, 
and there’s a box of brakes and a box of heaters, 
you know, and stacks of glass and bumpers and 
wheel rims, so | kicks them out of the way till | 
get to the old Basket-o’-Starters. 

Right on top, | find one that looks a lot like the 
same thing as that which | have just extracted. 
| get a tag and mark the one | just took out 
BOGUS. The ‘‘new’’ one looks just as greasy as 
the last one. Oh well. | get down and crawl under 
again, stuff the starter in, whack the bolts, con- 
nect the wires, go get a basement battery and 
a can of ether. | hook up the battery, then one 
blast of that stuff in the muzzle of the thing, and 
| get in and cross myself and turn the key. 

With a noise like someone just switched on a 
sewage treatment plant, the 283 bubbles into life. 
At first it just barely catches, and a bunch of horri- 
ble black stuff comes out of the pipe, and the one 
patch of dry grass catches on fire. So | hits the 
pedal harder, and it starts to rev. It’s like if oxen 
hibernated, the way-they would wake up. So | let 
it run, once it’s caught pretty good, till it hits 
temperature. Meanwhile | walk around it and take 
a gander. It already looked so bad that one more 
winter under snow ain’t going to make no dif- 
ference. But it’s one thing starting up one of these 
brontosauruses and something else getting it into 
the street for its first block. 

| puts it in drive, and out comes this huge 
CLANG like the dungeon just got shut for the 
night. Have to find out about that. Later. | sneak 
my foot off the brake and onto 


the pedal. This is the tense part, here. Everything 
could just sag into a heap of spare parts. But no, 
the thing lurches forward, creaking in the knees, 
springs crying, slopping an arc of mud into the 
air. Its titanic ass sways from side to side grop- 
ing for asphalt, catches something, and hoists 
itself up. There it stands, like Walt Disney stag- 
gering out of the cryogenics vault, only a lot 
louder. 

Right away | bolt on the plate, and slide down 
the driveway onto South St. The tires look like 
Eisenhower’s forehead, what did | expect? Bang, 
scrape the gigunda overhang on the curb, oh 
what the hell. Spluttering furiously, Pinky heads 
out Route 10. | don’t take it into town, partly 
because in Massachusetts attaching plates is a 
worse crime than bestiality, but also because | 
figure one sniff of Easthampton is a sure way to 
bring a twenty-five year old shitbox back to life. 
We get up to the line and The Red Balloon, and 
it’s going great, | don’t know how to explain it. 
Sure, the wheel bearings are a little dry, so they 
sound like vibrating beds in a motel, but so what? 
The brakes are funky — so? I'll just have to be 
real selective about stopping. And sure it makes 
more noises than a’ canary on dexedrine, but 
what the nuts? Come on! It runs, which is more 
than | can say for anything else | own. 

| sneak right over to the insurance company. 
When | walk in, their faces all fall, down go their 
crests. ‘‘Ah, Mr. Cobra,’’ they say with 
philosophical looks on their faces, getting out my 
famous file, which is 26” thick, full of dead 
registrations from years and years of cars dying 
and resurrecting. ‘‘What’ll it be this time, 
Mr.Cobra, first offender or repeater?”’ 

“‘Repeater.”’ 

“Don’t tell me it’s the Barracuda again?” 

“‘Nah,”’ | sniffle, ‘‘the Impala.”’ 

“Uh, the 73, the 70 or the 60?” 

“The Sixty. The rest of them is cat food, you 
can throw those forms out if you want to.” 

‘Not at all, Mr. Cobra, we take pictures of this 
file and show them around at conventions.” 

They stand there with them stoical looks until 
the typist gets done, and then off | go to the 
Registry, parking a couple of malls away so they 
won’t figure out that | drove the car to its own 
registration, which would be like walking to your 
own funeral, which is also illegal in 
Massachusetts. 

Now one thing that | do not know is whether 
or not | am going to be able to sticker this bird, 
right? But one thing that | do know is that you 
get a week after you register it before you have 
to have it inspected. A whole week! How about 
it? Right away the idea of a vacation pops into 
my mind. 


PHIL: SPACE 


of NORTHAMFION 
22 Chestnvt St 
Florence, MA 


564-7255 


Thornes Marketplace 
Old South St. Entrance 
Northampton 


Open Noon ‘till 13:30 Sun. - Thurs. 
Noon "till Midnight Fri. & Sat. 


§86-4837 


OPEN se 
MIDNIGHT 


Opies Ceca ite 


FRENCH TOAST 
LUNACY 


Three Golden Brown Slices 99° 
French Toast with Ham, 
Bacon or Sausage $1.89 


Mon.-Thurs. 6 a.m.-3 p.m. 
Fri. & Sat. 6 a.m.-4 p.m. 
‘Sunday 7 a.m.-4 p.m. 


BREAKING RECORDS 


Robyn Hitchcock and the 
Egyptians- Fegmania (Midnight: 
Music) 


This is Robyn’s fourth solo 
album. Here, three of the four 
Soft Boys are reunited for 
another incredible journey into 
Hitchcock’s strawberry mind. | 
personally find it hard to believe 
that A) hardly anyone has notic- 
ed that Robyn has been putting 
out stupendous records for years 
now, and B) he somehow 
manages to keep doing it. As 
everyone else who has heard 
Fegmania has said, this, given a 
domestic release (which it will 
get on Slash in June) could do 
rather well. Hitchcock’s U.S. 
tour, originally slated for May, is 
being pushed forward to coin- 
cide with Feg’s release over 
here. The album is reminiscent 
of the classic ‘Black Snake Dia- 
mond Role,”’ his first LP. after 
the Soft Boys split. It is, 
reaching into the hatful of 
cliches, literate, yet bizarre 
psychedelic pop-rock. 
Sometimes the words to his 
songs seem 
to make no sense at all, but he 
goes to great lengths to tell you 
all about it anyway. Other times, 
the meaning, though skillfully 
obscured, makes a good bit of 
sense. Intelligent records are 
preferable to stupid ones. Robyn 
Hitchcock has laways been in- 
teresting, intriguing, amusing 
and entertaining, and he con- 
tinues in that tradition with 
Fegmania. Sooner or later he’s 
going to be famous. Hopefully 
he’ll still be alive when it 
happens. : 
Jim Neill 
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those artists and the Self- 
Baiting, Painfully Raw and 


The Dukes of Stratosphere- 25 
O'Clock (Virgin) 


“The Dukes Say it’s time . . . it’s 
time to visit the planet smile. . . 
it’s time the love bomb was 


dropped . .. it’s time to eat 
music... it’s time to kiss the 
sun... it’s time to drown 


yourself in SOUNDGASM and 
it’s time to dance through the 
mirror. The Dukes declare it’s 25 
O’Clock.”’ | don’t know about 
you, but that’s what time my 
watch reads, and this is for- 
tunate because | don’t have any 
classes or appointments 
scheduled for 25 O’Clock and 
after licking the cover of this 
record | don’t think I'll be back 
for a few days. | don’t dare 
listen to the record that came in 
the sleeve on headphones. Not 
until | have a week off. The six 
songs on this record are 
deliciously deliberate Pink Floyd, 
Beatles, Electric Prunes, and 
you can name the rest. Fondly 
familiar sounds bubble to the 
surface throughout this warped 
platter. Granted, it is a slightly 
self-indulgent project coming 
from XTC but it is awfully cool. 
Todd Rundgren’s cynical Deface 
the Music album comes to mind, 
on which every song is traceable 
to a Beatles song; -also the 
satirical Rutles album. The 
Dukes are not as obiovus, but 
clearly evoke ‘‘Penny Lane”’ on 
“What in the World,” “‘l Am The 
Walrus”’ on ‘“‘The Mole in the 
Ministry” and “‘The Shapes of 
Things To Come”’ on ‘25 
O’Clock.”’ Anybody want to take 
a stab at the others? 

Jim Neill 
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tion of Noise for Noise’s Sake. 
Side One ends with Sonic 


Einsturzende Neubauten- Yu 
Gung (Some Bizzare) 


Einsturzende Neubauten don’t 
have much in common with most 
(if any) Rock’n’Roll bands, in 
fact N.U. Unruh explained at 
Neubauten’s baptism by fire, ‘‘l 
don’t want to play music, | just 
want to torture people.” ‘‘All 
great music is torture of some 
sort,’’ replies Blixa Bargeld. 


The Berlin-based band cuts 
through the most basic instincts 
on thier latest e.p. Yu Gung — 
fear, panic and excitement — 
and while the random element 
still pulls strongly at Neubauten, 
the means of their torture are 
becoming more refined; from 
their chaos a structure is beginn- 
ing to rise. 


Live it’s another thing altogther. 
“The best moments of 
Neubauten concerts,”’ explains 
Chung, ‘‘are when you get 
beyond the capability of rational 
thought, when you just act 
without your active mind 
altogether. At that point you’re 
not thinking of any arty concept 
you might have, you just have a 
direct connection with what 
you’re doing whether it be a 
pneumatic drill against a 
microphone or lighting the stage 
on fire.’”” Hmmm. . . sounds 
great. Do you think we can get 
them to play the Iron Horse? 
Vinnie van Gee 


Youth’s ‘‘Dig This!’’, a seeming- 
ly formless cacophony that 
because at closer (much closer 
for some) listen it has an amaz- 
ingly subtle structure that holds 
the song together. Side Two 
yields us the babbling of Lydia 
Lunch, the screeching of Car- 
bon, the commands of the 
Swans and the nightmares of 
the Toy Killers. If you enjoy raw 
and abrasive music or have 


borders on sheer genius 
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Acrylix-Good Times (Pressure 
This 12” ep is the latest offering 
from D.C.’s funky-pop combo 


neighbors you don’t like, then 
Records) 


this is for you. 


The Three O’Clock- Arrive 
Without Traveling (I.R.S-) 


‘This LP is the |.R.S. debut for 
L.A.’s Three O’Clock, though 
most of you have probably 
become acquainted with their 
material on Frontier Records. If 
you’ve never heard their music 
before, a rough approximation of 
their sound would be the 
psychedelic period Monkees. 
Davey Jones’s youthful vocals 
are no match-for the cherubish 
Michael Quercio, though. I’ve 
never known of anyone who has 
not reached puberty by the age 


of 25. Mike seems to be the ex- 


ception. Three O’Clock fans 
should not be disappointed by 
Arrive Without Traveling, (a title 
appropriately altered by a local 
DJ to Graduate Without Study- 
ing), though the production is 
highly polished. It is a far cry 
from the garage-psych of The 
Salvation Army record of a few 
years back, the earlier incanra- 


tion of The Three O’Clock. Here, 


Louis Gutierrez’s guitar breaks 
out of the lush pop songs 
for some unabashed soloing at 
many points. The rest of the 
gang keep right up, perhaps 
perfecting, technically if not ar- 
tistically, the sound they’ve been 
working up to throughout their 
career. This record, if people 
can adjust to Quercio’s extraor- 
dinary voice, could get airplay 
on commercial radio. | still prefer 
the rawer “Sixteen Tam- 
bourines” and “‘Baroque 
Hoedown,”’ which aren’t even 
really that raw, to this ultrashiny 
stuff. But don’t get me wrong. 
The band as its own sound and 
this might be the album that pro- 
vides the necessary spoonful of 
sugar for the palates of the 
public. Don’t miss them at Pearl 
Street on May 30. 

Jim Neill 


V.v.G. 
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Damon Edge-Alliance (New 
Rose/Siren) 


The band Chrome, in its lengthy 
yet relatively unnoticed career, 
has produced some of the most 
frightening.and intense music 


. ’'ve ever heard — as well as an 


ample supply of unlistenable 
pollution. Their incessant 
drumbeat tends to distract one 
from the sadistically processed 
vocals, the alienated guitar, and 
the overall backwards tape 
momentum of the entire echoed 
combobulation. The band are at 
their best when they take it easy 
on the drums in favor of more 
cerebral excursions into their 
Vincent Price meets George 
Orwell alien symphonies, as on 
the LP Red Exposure. The 
isolated, barren landscape of 
depression on this album is on 
naked contrast to the total war 
declared on mankind on Half 
Machine Lip Moves. Songs like 
““You’ve Been Duplicated’”’ and 
“Zombie Warfare’ still give me 
nightmares. Most of Chrome’s 
vocals, dealt by Damon Edge, 
are essentially unintelligible due 
to the aforementioned process- 
ing, and a lot of satanic whisper- 
ing. Often, the stuff just doesn’t 
work through. It’s the sounds 
Chrome make and not the words 
they sing that make the music 
work when it does. Lyrically, 
they’re nothing short of bad 
science fiction, and when the 
music fails conceptually as well, 
it’s time to flush. 


But now, about Damon Edge’s 
first solo album. It might as well 
be a new Chrome album and, as 
such, is pretty good. It is tidier 
and more deliberate than some 
of the band’s earlier stuff, 
though these words will certainly 
not come to the mind of the 
uninitiated listener. The single, 
“‘!’m a Gentleman” is especially 
pleasing, with the trademark 
Chrome guitar that | challenge 
anyone to locate anyhwere but 
on a Chrome album. Alliance is 
recommended, but not for Police 
fans. 

Jim Neill 


Skin- Saddle b/w “‘You’re the Best’ 


Skin is a six-piece Boston band 
with enough talent to harness 
their amazing amount of energy, 
(a rare occurrence in their 
genre). ‘‘Saddle”’ is a seven 
minute long rambling cartoon 
funk workout that’s a dance 
masterpiece, in one ear and out 
both feet. 
Ken Fields’ saxophone, Karlo 
Tucky’s trumpet and John 
Ferry’s trombone are what carry 
this groove, and Jay Potts’ right 
foot is what lays it down. If only 
it were another seven minutes. 
‘““You’re The Best’’ — boss 
bass, blazing brass and 
anotherpower-pumping 
dancebeat spells another winner. 
And just in time for summer. 
Vinnie .van Gee 


AE Mion per 
Sete Roravieg Viele 


01060. 


2 
: 
‘ 
es 


Mr. Noizy-Jumpy Feet 


This one-man band “‘basement 
tape’ makes me really jealous 
because it’s something I’ve 
wanted to do for a long time, so 
my hat’s off to you, Mr. Noizy. 
That_out of the way, Jumpy Feet 
starts with ‘‘Into a Ball.’’ Funky 
bass lines and upstroking guitar 
give a light reggae sound that 
makes for a nice song. 
“Covered Ground” seems far 
too long and ‘70’s-like for me, 
but Dr. Sax says this one is his 
favorite, (always a sucker for 
wah-wah pedals and too-long 
songs, that Dr. Sax is). ‘““Jumpy 
Feet’’ succeeds in its mission, 
and ‘“‘Bones in My Hand” has 
the tape’s best guitar work. 
‘Rockin’ into WWIII’ is like a 
good funky Talking Heads song, 
only it’s recorded in one man’s 
living room and he’s playing all 
the instruments himself, so it 
isn’t exactly like a good funky 
Talking Heads song. But it is a 
good funky song. Congratula- 
tions, Mr. Noizy. Keep up the 
good work. 

Vinnie van Gee 


Nova Mob-Time /s Not On My 
Side 


You probably wouldn’t want to 
have lunch with the Nova Mob 
— they don’t seem to be very - 
cheerful folks — but they do 
make good music, if you like 
not-very-cheerful music. 
‘“‘There’s a gun to my head/ 
From temples I’ve bled / | feel 
better’ sung by J. Jody, who 
possesses one of the finer sing- 
ing voices I’ve heard in quite 
some time. Muddy guitars jangle 
with a repetitiveness that would 
make John Fogerty drool, and 
the bass and drums mesh 
together to make ‘‘Bandit’s 
Theme” a haunting song that 
hits the heart and head equally. 


“‘Mindlessness”’ is another trip 
into the dense fog of these boys’ 
eyes, that look at the debris sur- 
rounding them and weep. | do 
not recommend it for daytime 
listening, but when the mood 
hits this is about as fine a way 
as you can find to bum out. 
Vinnie van Gee 
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Bryon Lee and the Dragonaires — Tiney 


Winey 
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Roy Alton — We Shall Overcome 
Belinda Paker — Don’t Make Wave 
King Austin — Soca Taking Over 


Jodie & Sherri — Gypsy Boy 


Protector — Mass Fantasy 
Arrow — Soca Rumba 


With Me 
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This is a new feature in HIPSHOOT, dedicated to cassettes only. This 
month we have the full spectrum, ranging from the Nova Mob’s demo- 
only tape to the slick production of Al Plotkin’s Mogul Blaster. If you 
or your band have a tape that you would like to see reviewed in these 
pages, send it to ON DECK, c/o OH NO! NOHO!, Box 413, NOHO, MA @ 


(The Al Plotkin Band) Mogul 
Blaster 

Though, it sounds like fun, | have 
never been downhill skiing and 
don’t know the thrill of Mogul 
Blaster ... Drop this baby on the 
deck, put‘on the headphones, push 
play and Wow! My ear sure perk- 
ed up in a second. Slick and sizzl- 
ing. My favorite cut on the tape is 
“Pound the Cheddar.”’ | like to pic- 
ture it happening in the studio 
(Long View Farm—Rolling Stones, 
etc.) as this really funky jam that 
goes on for probably an hour (with 
everybody’s eyes closed—you 
know these jazz musicians) and 
then Al yells out the tape’s only 
vocal (‘‘EEYOW’’), ‘cause he’s 
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realized what a deep groove his 
boys have dug. They play for 
another hour and afterwards Jesse 
Henderson. (world’s greatest 
engineer) and Al pick out the hot- 
test five minutes. EEYOW! Voila, 
you got one pound of grated 
cheese... 


This tape blurs all the lines of jazz, 
funk, rock, fusion and reggae, and 
sounds crystal clear doing it, from 
the cerebral ‘‘Mystical Warrior’ to 
the corporeal “‘Go For It.’”’ Yes, | 
think I'll skip the drive to Stoew, 
thank you. I'll be skiing at home 
listening to The Al Plotkin Band. 


v.v.G. 


_ WHERE IS JON LONG? OR ARE THE 
P.S.D. NOT CUTE ENOUGH ANYMORE? 


OH NO: So tell us, have the P.S.D. broken up? Is Jon Long dead? What 
have you done to him? Tell us! 


P.S.D.: No, no, nothing, he quit. 
Has he been replaced? 


Yes, by a man named Jeffrey. We found him in a rock quarry and it looked 
like he could rock. 


So, where is Jon now? 
Don’t know. 

Is it true Jon is going to try and keep the P.S.D. name and sue you folks? 
Next question. 

Are you glad he’s gone? 

Yes, now | get more girls. 

And I'll get more boys! 

Jeffrey is a better drummer. 

Jon’s gone? 

Daxe, what is your favorite Disney movie? 
Million Dollar Duck. 


The P.S.D. are becoming more talented. . . : 


No, that’s an out-and-out lie. 


No, | mean just inadvertently, you’re learning to play your instruments 
and with the addition of Jeffrey. . . 


Yeah, | guess when we started, some of us didn’t know how to play. . . 


Do you think you’re going to lose your ‘cuteness’ now that you’re not 
as ‘untalented’? 


God, | hope not, maybe we should stop practicing? 


Are there any bands out there that you think can dethrone you as ‘Best 
Band Ever’? 


Maybe the Head Swappers, who’ve got a live tape coming out soon on Pa- 
jamarama, and of course Dinosaur, now there’s talent. 


One last question, is cheap really real? 
Yes, cheap is real. 
And available at your local record store. 


Really cheap. 


NOHO’S “OLDEST” LIVE ENTERTAINMENT SPOT! 


THE VALLEY’S BEST BANDS 
INCLUDING: THE MUSHROOM 
PEOPLE EVERY WEDS.., 

THE BAMBOO STEAMERS: 
FRI 10th, WILDCAT 


5 Teel} 


ity: O’HALLORAN: SAT 11th, THE 
INCREDIBLE CASUALS: FRI 17th, 
EIGHTH ROUTE ARMY: 

SAT 18th. 


Pleasant St., Northampton 
e Parking in Rear © Darts ® 


THE ZONE BENEFIT 
LOCAL HEROES AT ZONE 


With the help of Zone’s all-volunteer Staff, Eighth Route Army (who organ- 
mized the entire event), Wheel of Sneakers (who donated lights and sound), 
some free publicity from various local publications including your favorite, 
and most of all the bands that worked for free, the two night benefit was 
a major success. $1700 at the door, that will cover all the plumbing renova- 
tions and save the valley’s only ‘Art Night Club’. 

The music was also a major success. Night one started off with the Pa- 
jama Slave Dancers breaking in new drummer Jeffrey (it looked painful) with 
an all ages version of ‘‘Scout Master From Heck” and a new song, “‘Golf 
Pro’’, along with lots of other P.S.D. no-nonsense nonsense. 

For a ‘hair cut’ band, Square One don’t have very good hair cuts but they 
do have lots of fans that they brought down for the show, and that was great 
for Zone. 

Headlining the night, The Sighs played their well crafted power pop tunes 
to a full dance floor that appreciated every last note. 

Night two and another full house, all won over, some for the first time, 
to a steaming Bamboo Steamer’s set. Alec Stansell and The Mongrel Pup- 
Py romped and rolled through a howling set of both old material and soon- 
to-be-released (on Midnight Records) numbers. 

The band that the crowd was waiting for took the stage at midnight and 
assaulted the crowd with one of the tightest and most aggressive hours of 


rock'n'roll I’ve seen in a long ROBERT CRAY 


time. Thanks for saving the coolest club in the Valley, guys. 
g 1 ae AT PEARL STREET 


Northwest bluesman Robert Cray and his band made an unusual Monday- 
night appearance at Pearl Street, bringing to town a variety of blues that © 
is seldom heard this far afield. This is blues tinged with soul, hints of Otis 
Redding and early Marvin Gaye mixed with a little bit of jazz, but maintain- 
ing its credentials through Cray’s silky guitar and crystal-clear vocals. 

Aside from the Los Lobos encore, most of the material is original. Ar- 
rangements are tight, but there is also plenty of room for lead-playing both 
from Cray and from keyboardist Peter Boe. All kinds of subtle changes are 
worked on the traditional blues formulae, particularly the engaging varia- 
tions in the back-beat wrought by drummer David Olson, the sevenths and 
ninths in the endings, and the clever game of catch with the bass-line dex- 
terously played by Boe and bassist Richard Cousins. ; 

Cray is a clean-voiced lead singer with real crooning ability. It is possible 
to detect some Chicago influences, like Buddy Guy and T-Bone Walker, but 
the Georgia-born Cray is in reality somewhat closer to the Oakland blues 
traditions of Layfayette ‘“‘Thing’’ Thomas and L.C. ‘‘Good Rockin’” Robin- 
son — artists almost entirely unknown in the East. This is Cray’s fourth trip 
to these parts, and we hope he and his band will be back. Ina genre where 
so many of the best-known practitioners are getting on in years, itis inspir- 
ing to hear a young bluesman in his absolute prime, keeping a tradition alive 
while adding onto it in So refreshing a way. 


Dr. Sax 
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THE NEVILLE BROTHER 


HEY YOU! 


WAILIN’ DAVE 


BUCKWHEAT ZYDECO 
AT PEARL STREET 


What’s going on around here? A world class act like Buckwheat ought 
to have had the place jammed, and it didn’t. It’s true that it takes the 
customers of nine restaurants to make Pearl Street look almost empty, but 
still there ought to be considerably more support for rare appearances of 
this kind in the vicinity. 

The good news, for those of us that didn’t have to do the bookkeeping, 
was lots of room on the dance floor. What the crowd lacked in magnitude 
it made up in fortitude, with the entire house up and rocking for almost the 
whole night. Buckwheat’s shows may not have been all that long, but it was 
just as well, since | have rarely seen so many people on the edge of cor- 
onary. It is simply impossible to hold still when the Ils Sont Partis band starts 
in, since Zydeco music is designed to tap directly into the human nervous 
system and set off an involuntary dance reflex. 

Buckwheat is a good-humored, expansive performer with a great voice. 
His accordion is the size of a grand piano — it takes the help of a roadie 
to get it around his neck. The wilder the antics on the dance floor the bigger 
his smile gets. No wonder they call New Orleans “The City That Care 
Forgot.” And never has Pear! Street felt more like a big, clean New Orleans 
dance hall than it did that night. We hear tell that Buckwheat may be back 
in the not-too-distant future. Next time let’s spread the word and mobilize 
the dance troops, okay? 

Dr. Sax 


Northampton 
586-9404 
ROZ’S Is PROUD TO SUPPLY THE - 
WARDROBE FOR P.S.D.’S “STIFF STEVE — 
WESTFIELD” SOLO FILM DEBUT. 


33 West St., 


TEN RECORDS VINNI 
NEIGHBORS DON 


Swans — Raping a Slave 
Einsturzende Neubauten — Yu-Gung 
Sonic Youth — Bad Moon Rising 


k — Camouflage Heart 


Fall — Perverted by Language 
Ham On Rye — Abrasion 
Jesus and Mary Chain — Upside Down 


Lydia Lunch + Sonic Youth — Death Valley 


Live Skull — / Was Wrong 
Birthday Part 


, the headliner, 

imself may not be able 
dway through 

an- 

Il be saying they’re 
Jim Neill 
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had also never been to Mount 
After the show we spoke to Mar- 
him if and when his next album 
’t ask him anything that anybody 


Veterans NRBQ were swell as usual. 
f with him. 


Which Way Nigeria? 


losion 
Ebenezer Obey — Peace 


Franco — Chez Rythmes and Musique 
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Sooner or later he’ll be back out this way 
s askilled craftsman of effective, rom 


ll give up his career for lack of hits. His 


we didn 
n hearing about. But jeez, what a nice guy. 


the radio and said, ‘Now, #34 on American 
ith SOMEDAY SOMEWAY!’”’ The Crenshaw 
’s little brother, played a tasty cross-section 
, a few brand new songs, and Presley’s “‘Little 


, a marvelous hall despite the ‘‘No Beverages 
le more covers which | would probably remember had 


, one of Marshall Crenshaw’s biggest fans, though 
, At Yankee Stadium, has just been reissued at a 


t think he’ 


received set. With sarcastic sobs he said, ‘‘l remember 
y from the heart. He’ 


when Casey Kasem came on 


and someday some popular young artist wi 


one of whom is Marshall 
of material from both albums 


Sister,’’ and a coup 


| am, to my knowledge 
| had never seen him live before tonight. | 


Holyoke’s Chapin Auditorium 
with them. It’s too bad that seniority and general all-around wonderfulness 


commented later that he was honored to be playing under the same roof 
often don’t amount to squat in the music biz. Marsh h 


ridiculously low price. You must purchase it today. Marshall 
to avoid this kind of destiny. He played his one “‘hit’’ about mi 


the superb and well 
proud to be playing under the same roo 


shall briefly backstage. We forgot to ask 


AT MOUNT HOLYOKE COLLEGE 
the beverage patrol been more effective. 
would be out. As a matter of fact 


atrol that tried to confiscate our wine. 


_ One of their best albums 


MARSHALL CRENSHAW 


NRBQ 


p 

Top 40, Marshall Crewshaw w 
Trio, 

reading this would be interested i 
Go see him next chance you get. 
again. Somehow | don 

music is clearl 

tic pop songs, 


TOBEY 


LOS LOBOS 
(Spanish for “The Lobos”) @@~ 


AT PEARL STREET 


It’s easy to be cynical about the record business when you’ve heard “Like 
A Virgin” for the twenty-fifth time of the day. But hype is what breaks a band. 
Every once in a while there comes a band that is hyped a lot but can then 
stand on its own without yet more hype. Los Lobos is one such band. After 
twelve years of 40-watt clubs and weddings, they are now Rolling Stone’s 
Band of the Year and have one of the top twenty-five best-selling records 
in the country, 1 (number 33 this week in England). And no one in the top 
100 deserves it more than these guys. | feel like going out and buying a 
third copy of How Will The Wolf Survive? just to show my support. For had 
it not been for the Warner Bros. promotion team, Los Lobos could easily 
still be doing high school dances. But they’re not. They’re playing to sold- 
out clubs like Pearl Street all over the country. (Warner Bros. wanted them 
to play the arena circuit, but Los Lobos wanted to play the smaller clubs 
even if it meant ten shows a week rather than three. They like to feel ‘‘close 
to the crowd.” 

That Sunday at the Pearl, they stomped and swang with the easeful 
elasticity of musicians locked in the empathy of celebrating their roots. The 
band played all the songs off both their hard-to-find ep . . .And a Time to 
Dance... and the above-mentioned award-winning Ip, along with a handful 
of their favorites by Howlin’ Wolf and Richie Valens. This band is so talented 
that they can take you from the heartfelt acoustic ‘‘Li’l King of Everything” 
to the wailing ‘‘La Bamba’’ smoothly. They deserve all the praise they are 


getting. % 


V. v. L. 
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mene EIGHTH 


ONE DIMENSIONAL RECORDS 


VACATION 


Holiday in the Sun 
Let’s Barbeque 
Summer Fun 

The Beach 

Swim 

Ice Cream Man 
Good Times 

Get Job — 
Summertime Blues 
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SINGALONGS FOR SUMMER 


Men They Couldn’t Hang — Green Fields of 


Pogues — Pair of Brown Eyes 
France 


East Bay Ray — Trouble in Town 


Any Billy Bragg song 
Dogmatics — Hardcore Rules 


Toy Dolls — Nellie the Elephant 
Los Lobos — Don’t Worry Baby 
Soft Boys — Bells of Rhymney 


Run DMC — It’s Like That 


Richard Hell — Time 


THE GOGO’S 


Sex Pistols 
Mongrel Puppies 
Barracudas 

New Order 

Tom Verlaine 
Jonathan Richman 
Acrylix 

The English Beat 
Eddie Cochran 


SSIGINAIO 
LSMRinN 


WILDER WAX FOR NOW PEOPLE 


S86l AVIAN 


Rumor has it that CABARET VOLTAIRE will soon be releasing a double 
12” single on Some Bizzare records. Currently on tour in the U.S., CAB 
VOLT will be exhibiting a 60-minute video in major cities where they will 
not be appearing live, and that’s the truth. Dance Music Report Import Editor 
Robert Ouimet says the best import record he’s heard since LISA LISA’s 
blew into n.y.c. five weeks ago (as of 4/29—the day of this writing) is STIG 
WOLLEK’s ‘‘Night Driver’ on Crash Italy records. . . State Farm sounding 
stuff with a powerful bassline and mesmerizing percussion. . . that’s what 
I’m told. . | haven’t heard it yet, but constant hounding of the MUA music 
dept. and the local shopkeep may get it onto the airwaves of 91.1 by the 
time this column hits the stands. You will get a blast of “‘l Wonder If | Take 
You Home” by the aforementioned LISA LISA & the CULT JAM sometimes 
after 4:00 pm thursdays during HIPNOISES. . . you know Daddy and Marc 
of B.M.C.P. will be jamming on it heavy also. From DOMINATRIX 
ASSOCIATE Stew Albright comes ‘‘Get On Top” by GO FOR YOUR GUNS 
and it’s already available. Also in the racks is a domestic release of SPK’s 
Machine Age Voodoo LP on Elektra, who are also shipping MIDNIGHT 
STAR’s ‘“‘Body Snatchers” and the WHISPERS’ ‘‘Don’t Keep Me Waiting”. 
. . another elektrifying 12” is ‘‘Material Thangz” by THE DEELE. . the 
message for yuppies and other sick puppies is that you can’t buy love with 
money, honey. . . Thangz has bass to bounce the woofers out of the speakers 
and a hook that just pulls:you onto the dancefloor. The next arresting record 
‘ from NONA HENDRY*xX is ‘‘Moving Violations.”’ Irresistible and frankly hyp- 

notic, it is said, describes ‘‘Love Is Criminal” by DUCK YOU SUCKER. Sick 
of cutise girly lyrics?. . do you hold the cynical view ‘“‘love is only for fools’. 
. . then the euro-synth Mexican import “‘(Love Is Only) Skin Deep’’ by LA 
JEUNE is 4 u. High on the DOR charts (#2) this week is ‘‘Boy Meets Girl” 
by OH GIRL on A&M. Changing thelyrics of ‘Like A Virgin’’ from’ “shiny 
and new” to ‘‘slimy and nude” and having them screeched by STIV BATORS 
on the LORDS OF THE NEW CHURCH latest import 12” just seems like 
a good idea. It doesn’t work due to bad production. Out in England in the 
first week of May is the next SCRITTI POLITTI single, ‘Wonder Girl’’ (Virgin). 
‘‘Shake The Disease”’ from DEPECHE MODE will arrive in 7” and 12”’ ver- 
sions. Coming out on Debut is the third single from TOTO COELLO (‘‘l Eat 
Cannibals”) called ‘‘Girls Night Out.’’ NOISE OF ART’s “‘Into Trouble With 
The Noise Of Art’ might prove interesting. . . satire produced by HORNED 
TREVOR maybe? EINSTURZENDE NEUBAUTEN is releasing an Adrian 
Sherwood remix of ‘‘Steele Brent.” ‘‘Deep’’ is the next one from the MARCH 
VIOLETS. ‘‘Still Smiling’’ will be forthcoming 12” from | START COUNTING 
on Mute. ‘‘Other Side of Heaven’’ is in the shops from KISSING THE PINK. 
“French Kiss” oozing with Shannon’s influence on Telestar is from LE FOX- 
XE. Another Shannon-styled release from N.Y. singer GLORIA — ‘‘Living 
A Lie.”’ Look for ‘“‘Wrong Girls To Play With” on Tuff City by PAPA AUSTIN 
& THE GREAT PESO. . . the great Tommy Boy people at the same time 
release “‘She’s Wild,” an eclectic misture of soulful harmonies and rap from 
HIKO featuring the GREAT PESO. . is it the one and only or an imposter. 
. Stay tuned. ‘“‘Opportunities (Let’s Make Lots Of Money)’ will arrive none 
too soon from the PET SHOP BOYS. Into rap. . . check out ‘‘Sound of The 
Mic” by GIFTED 4 and ‘‘King Tut’’ by WORD OF MOUTH produced by Duke 
Bootee on B.E.S.T. ‘‘Double Oh-Oh”’ is the next single from GEORGE CLIN- 
TON. STRAFE’s 12” on major label A&M is called “React”. . . due from 
Mr. Smooth, KASHIF — ‘‘Love On The Rise’. . . two grooves already out, 
‘| Should Have Known Better”—T.C. CURTIS, and “Thinking About Your 
Love’ —SKIPWORTH & TURNER (on 4th & B’way): From the same label, 
CIRCUIT’s ‘‘A Little Help (From My Friends)” with the former lead singer 
from Visual, a record of great inner strength and wamrth produced with cold 
eléctronics by Jarvis & Regisford, who also assist John Fair’s Supertronics 
'12”’ by CHOCOLETTE, “‘It’s The East Street Beat’’. . . could be the dance 
cult record of the summer, though ‘tis early in the season. Spring Records 
has a Deodata produced 12” by E.T. titled ‘‘Hurt Me With Your Love.”’ THE 
AFFAIR featuring ALYSON’s ‘‘Break My Heart’’ fits into the mellow funk 
groove. THELMA HOUSTON has two singles on the dance charts 
simultaneously, a commercially available ‘“‘Bad Timesa’’ and a DJ promo- 
tional single ‘It Must Be Love’’—both from MCA. NATALIE COLE’s 
‘“‘Dangerous”’ should put an end to the end of her career rumors. . (This 
makes 3 records with Dangerous as the title in the dance market at this time, 
the others by Penny Ford and Magda Dioni). If you miss the old Trammps 
sound, “‘Rainy Days” from MARK IV on World Trade should do the trick. 
. . Salsoul congas, masterful synth hooks punching through and two guitars 
coming out of nowhere to spice up the mix. | haven’t heard a lick off the 
new PRINCE LP so the only passing comment is | applaud any major artist 
in the market who doesn’t keep recycling his own material, | hope he’s done 
a good job recycling others or should | say revising? Can’t tell till we give 
a few listens, can we? Still waiting for BRYAN FERRY’s and KATE BUSH’s 
new LP’s as well as ones from NEW ORDER (June?) and CHINA CRISIS— 
the import is out 4/30. Awaiting 12”’ from MINISTRY, hopefully here any 
time in May and ‘‘The Hope’”’ by NECROPOLIS OF LOVE ehich is out but 
not around western mass yet. LUCY SHOW is out as well as an Ep and 
7” import on Piggy Bank/A&M and | think this is one band you should really 
check into if you think a cross between Echo & the Bunnymen and New 
Order sounds appealing. What may be appealing or more likely appalling 
is a ‘‘Stars on 45” approach to Kraftwerk by BETWEEN THE SHEETS— 
Late Night Radio,”’ the review | caught said if you like Kraftwerk stick to 
their records, and until | hear it I’m inclined to agree. For me Cross Fer- 
tilization is a real turn-on, so “‘Dedication’” the new Tuff City 12” from 
FEARLESS FOUR which experiments with mixing neo-rap and Arabic/Nu 
Wave musical arrangement gets me all excited. . . or is it just that it’s my 
season, May Taurus, ruled by Venus, planetary ruler of aesthetics, arts, beau- 
ty, music, music and what’s love and sex got to do with it? (Ask Stella Spam- 

bottom, I’m just the D.J.). .. 
Ben Wilder 


~ DADDY NEIL 


LEND ME 
AN EAR- A 
DJ RX 


> SOUNDS OF THE CITY 


Pilot — You Are The One 

Leon Love — Once /s Not Enough 

~ Mikki — Dance Lover 

Steve Arrington — Dancin’ in the Key of 
Life 

Thelma Houston — Bad Times, Good 
Times 

Jenny Burton — Dancin’ for My Love 
Grandmaster Flash — Larry’s Dance 
Theme (remix) 

y Lisa Lisa and Cult Jam w/ Full Force — / 
Wonder If | Take You Home 

Word of Mouth — King Kut 

~Pennye Ford — Dangerous 


JIM NEILL 
> TERP TEN 


Golden Palominos — Omaha (7’’) 
Robyn Hitchcock — Fegmania 

Flies — Get Wise 

~ Game Theory — Real Nighttime 

~ Suzanne Vega — Suzanne Vega 
Wind Breakers — Disciples of Agriculture 
Moose and the Mud Bugs — Milk Crate 
Take Over 

Meat Puppets — Up On The Sun 
~Monkies — Head 

Dukes of Stratosphere — 25 O’Clock 


SIDEWALK SAM 
>THE STREET BEAT 


~ Shannon — Do You Want To Get Away? 
Lisa — Love is Like an Itchin’ in My Heart 
DeBarge — Rhythm of the Night 
Expose — Point of No Return 
Cashmere — Someone Like You 

~ Aura — Like | Like It 

Sade — / Will Be Your Friend 

Kool and the Gang — Fresh 
Whispers — Some Kinda Lover ; 
Simple Minds — Don’t You Forget About 
Me 


MR. MAINSTREAM 
> PERIODIC (TURN) TABLE 


November Group — Work That Dream 
(12”) 

~ ABC — Be Near Me 

Redds and the Boys / Mass Extension / 
Trouble Funk / Kurtis Blow with Experience 
Unlimited / Chuck Brown / Happy Feet / 
Drop the Bomb / Party Time — D. C. Go-Go 
Megamix ; 

Pointer Sisters — Baby Come and Get It 
Spencer Davis Group — /’m A Man © 

yv Jr. Walker and the All-Stars — Urgent 

~ Answering Service — Cal/ Me Mr. 
Telephone 

Kool and the Gang — Fresh (12’’) 

Nolan Thomas — One Bad Apple 

Lisa Lisa and Cult Jam w/ Full Force — / 
Wonder If | Take You Home 


MR. MAINSTREAWM’S P.S. 


Goin’ To New York = 


Jimmy Reed 
Concrete and Clay Unit Four + One 
Hustle and Bustle of the City D Train 
Work To Do Isley Brothers 
Thanks For the Memories Various Artists 


VINNIE VAN GEE 
IN ONE EAR 


~ Black Outs — Everglades 

Certain General — Far Away in America 

Fall — Hip Priest and Kamerads 

~ James — Jimone 

~Joolz — Violation 

~Miltons — Do It Yourself! 

Red Guitars — Be With Me 

Salon Bon Ton — Fire Sale 

Vic Godard and Subway Seet — 
Retrospective 

~ Watch the Teeth Kate — Bedsheets 


10 PEARL STREET 
NORTHAMPTON, MA. 
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Glen Milston grew up in Baltimore. When his old school friend 
John Waters graduated from film school he involved Glen and 
others in a series of outrageous campy low-budget film produc- 
tions such as Eat Your Make-up, for which Milston developed a 
character who would become famous on five continents — a 
sleazy, wicked, sexy whale of a slut — Divine. In this series, each 
reaching a wider audience, Divine grew into one of the great com- 
ic characters of recent years. Mondo Trasho was followed by Pink 
Flamingos, the first big success, then Female Trouble and Polyester 
(in smellorama!) with Tab Hunter. Milston didn’t like the part he 
was offered in Desperate Living and chose instead to go on the 
stage, launching an Off Broadway career in a highly successful 
eighteen-month run in Tom Eyen’s comedy Women Behind Bars, 
followed by nine months more in London’s West End, then back 
to New York and a new Eyen production. The dreams of limos, 
Emmys and Oscars seemed to be coming true. In 1982, Divine 
launched a new career as a singer, soon topping the charts in 
England and Europe. Wildly successful tours have led to rave 
Hong Kong and Australian appearances. And now in the wake of 
his acclaimed hilarious performance as Rosie Valey, an out-of- 
work saloon girl in Alan Glaser and Tab Hunter’s new movie Lust 
in the Dust, a spoof Western, Divine is coming to Northampton’s 
Pearl Street on May 23rd. In a recent telephone interview, Divine 
talked with OH NO! NOHO!’s Pam Glaven and Bruce Russell, who 
found him to be enthusiastic, friendly, quite simply divine. 


Sure. That’s the job of an actor, to play 
any kind of part. I’m good at that. I'll 
take any kind of part, | would play Las- 
sie, |mean.. . 


THE INTERVIEW 


OH NO: Divine is much better known than the 
real you, Glen, and lately you’ve been 
broadening our conception of your talents first 
as a successful singer and now as an actor 


with your first major male film role. Having 
- established your reputation as a character per- 


former specializing in drag roles, has it been 
difficult to get the public to accept your ver- 
satility as a person distinct from the Divine of 
the John Waters’ films? 


DIVINE: Well, number one, | never specialized 
in drag roles. I’m an actor and there were parts 
that they just couldn’t find the right woman to 
play. It was not ever supposed to be a drag role, 
| always played the part of a woman. 


That’s true, that’s a good point. 


And | never said to anyone that | wouldn’t play 
other roles, it was just assumed by directors, pro- 
ducers, etc., any one in the business, that all | 
could do was play this one character, the 
character of Divine, and | was never really given 
the chance to broaden my horizons. So | was 


completely type-cast and everyone was quite © 


happy just to have me sit there. But | wasn’t and 
my management wasn’t. So yes, I’ve been very 
angry or whatever you want to call it for quite a 
few years, because I’m an actor and | think, a 
very good actor, | mean a lot of people don’t even 
know that I’m not a woman! That this 300-pound 
man is actually a woman, there must be some 
damn good acting there as far as | can see. — 


(laughter) 


What the critics say, though, they need a good 
lay or something, | think. They’re pretty bitter peo- 
ple, and | think maybe jealous, envious people, 
| don’t know. But | don’t even know if the job 


- should exist actually, because what does it mat- 


ter what one person thinks, really? If | worried 
about what everybody thought | certainly would 
have given this up years ago. 


I guess you would have. Let’s see, | wanted 


to ask you about the new film you’ve been 
working on, out in Seattle, right? It’s called 
Trouble in Mind? 


Yes, | mean finally, it took someone like Alan 
Rudolph. He came along and said, “‘Here, here’s 
a part for you, | wrote it with you in mind, you’re 
my first choice. If you would like to do it, it’s 
yours.”’ It’s the part of a man. He’s the head of 
an organized crime syndicate. Rudolph said, ‘‘ 
think you’d be perfect for it.’’ And | was so flat- 
tered | said, “Well | don’t even have to read it, 
il take it.” 


Great. 
And | did read it and it was great. And | think he’s 


quite good, and | discussed it with everyone, with 
my manager, Bernard Jay, and with John Waters, 


we still talk about everything. We all thought it 
was a very good idea. And especially the chance 
to work with someone like Kris Kristofferson and 
with Keith Carradine and Genevieve Bujold and 
Laurie Singer . . . | think when people see the 
credits, you know, ‘‘What’s Divine doing in this 
movie?” So once again, | mean, just like with 
Lust in the Dust, it makes me so angry, the 
minute my name appeared in a movie it was 
labeled a cult film. Now why? | mean this is 
America, everyone’s supposed to want to better 
themselves. But from what | see here in this coun- 
try, people are quite content to see people just 
sit back and do nothing. And if you do make any 
advances and get ahead, people get very jealous 
and awful about it. It’s really been disillusioning. 
It’s unbelievable, people really do hate to see you 
get anywhere. I’m not finished yet. . .I’m not con- 
tent to just sit back and be called a transvestite 
or a drag queen. ‘Cause I’m not! I’m a very good 
actor, | do characters, and I’m not given my 
credit, ever, | feel. 


You sound a /ittle bit bitter. 


Well | am, very. After 22 years and you know, “Oh 
here’s another cult movie. . .”’ Well, it’s a3 million 
dollar film. I’ve been in cult movies, but does that 
mean | can’t play in regular movies, if we have 
to call them that? 


Regular movies, hmmm... 


| mean I am an actor, | mean whoever hires me 
gives me a job, whatever, it doesn’t have to do 
with that... 


It was just assumed... 


How did you just arrive at this conclusion??? 
‘Well, because you’re in it, Tab’s in it, Polyester 
...’ | thought, oh, I’m never supposed to do 
anything else but play the big, bitchy blonde or 
appear in cult movies? Well,no thank you. And 
that’s the reason why | spend most of my time 
in Europe, where ! do feel that |! am appreciated 
and where they don’t give a shit about drag or 


any of that. | mean it’s aman playing a woman’s 
part. And that’s all it is. 


Will you do it again? 

Do what? 

Play a woman’s part, 

Sure. That’s the job of an actor, to play any kind 
of part. I’m good at that. I'll take any kind of part, 


| would play Lassie, | mean... 


(laughter) 


You’re talking about broadening your career, 


which you’re obviously doing . . . 


Well you see, I’ve always wanted to, | never said 
that | only wanted to play... 


Divine? 
Women’s roles or the part of Divine. 


You do have this hot music career going now 
and you’re getting other kinds of roles in films. 
You’re a real big success abroad, in Europe, 
in Australia, in Hong Kong, all over the place. 
Do you think that those audiences are more 
open than American ones? 


Oh that’s what I’m saying, yes, definitely, much 
more open. Sex, number one. To the people in 
Hong Kong, it’s just another form of a good time, 
| mean it’s no big deal. I’m not talking about mar- 
ried people, I’m sure they have the same rules 
or whatever as married people in this country or 
any other, you know, be faithful to your partner, 
but béfore then, if they want to fool around, sure 
go ahead, it’s just like going to the circus or 
something. They really don’t care. And the whole 
thing about drag, weil all over the world men have 
always played women, for hundreds of years. 


Sure, back to Shakespeare. 


And in the Kabuki theater and all over Europe. 
It’s no big deal to them. | don’t know where 
America fell behind there. Well of course it’s a 
lot newer country, | suppose. | love my fans and 
everything in America, and of course | got my 
start in America and | do still play all around here, 
but | do spend most of the time working in 
Europe. | find also that Europeans and people 
in England, if they love you, they a/ways love you, 
and here in America audiences can be very fickle, 
you know one bad show or one bad record and 
they’re down on you. I’ve seen it happen. | think 
Andy Warhol made one of the most unbelievable 
statements when he said, ‘“‘You can be a star for 
fifteen minutes.”’ That’s what it boils down to. It’s 
not easy. Not that anyone ever said that it would 
be or that it should be. Blah blah blah. 


(laughter) 


Tell us about the performance you'll be doing 
at Pearl Street. Will it be primarily music? 
Comedy as well? 


Oh, there’s always some comedy, depending on 
where I’m playing and what the owners feel the 
audience will want to hear, because the act can 
be very blue or very bold. | usually check with 
whoever is paying me. 


So do you gauge the content of the act from 
performance to performance, or is there a 
conscious trend on the part of your manage- 
ment and yourself to clean it up and make it 
more accessible? 


| trust the management of the places or the pro- 
moters that have hired me. They know their au- 
dience, they know their club. | ask them exactly 
what they want. And of course, | really don’t want 
to offend anybody, that’s not what my act is 
about. It’s to make people laugh and to laugh at 
things that they think about and do every day, 
but would never bring up or talk about, picking 
your nose or something like that. | mean | see 
people picking their nose all the time, but if you 
ask them if they pick their nose they say no. So 


| might talk about something like that. Anyway, 
the promoters or whoever usually know what the 


audiences can take, what they want to hear. The 


act can be very dirty or it can be toned down to 
a little dirty. 


Pretty flexible. 


I’m very flexible. | have actually done the show 
where | didn’t talk at all, I'd only do the songs. 
So as I say, | really don’t want to lose any of my 
audience or anyone else that might be new com- 
ing to see me. Those people buy tickets and 
make it possible for me to live. 


Do you travel with musicians? 


No, not yet, I’m going to start to in the fall. I sing 
live to the tape. 


Who would you say are your heroes as a 
singer and a comic? 


Oh, | don’t know, I’ve always been a fan of Tina 
Turner’s, | saw her twice when | was a teenager, 
always thought she was fabulous. | love Mary 
Wells, ah, Leontyne Price, a great diva and ah, 
Maria Callas... 


Oh, great heroes! And all women! 


As far as singers go, most of them, yes. For ac- 
tors | like | can think of a lot of men, well, Frank 
Sinatra | always liked, and Mick Jagger, and 
when | met Elton and he gave me his records | 
listened to them and quite liked it. 


Vinnie van Gee, our music editor, asked me 
to be sure to find out what kind of music you 
listen to when you’re just hanging around the 
house. 


Oh, Johnny Mathis, | have all of Johnny Mathis. 
i have all of Frank Sinatra, Dionne Warwick, Tina 
Turner, um, a lot of Wagner, ah, Jagger, Phil 
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Spector, Diana Ross, | mean, | like just about 
everything. I'm not crazy about jazz or blues, I’m 
not crazy about electric music, it sends me right 
up the wall. It depends on my mood, actually. | 
never play my stuff, cause | hear that all the time. 
If I’m going out and want to get READY you know 
to go out there and H/ EVERYBODY! | might play 
some more up-tempo music, Tina Turner or 
something: 


| guess she’s the perfect example of 
somebody really turning her career around... 


Oh yeah, it’s great, | think it’s great. Mind you, 
bitter or whatever, I’m not unhappy. But it’s 
strange because I’m not really mad at anybody, 
but | get angry. | mean Boy George came runn- 
ing up, ‘‘Hey, who’s this great new sensation?” 
| thought, Wait a minute, what new sensation??? 


Really. 


But you can’t argue with success, | mean the boy, 
you know, he can sing and he’s got balls and | 
think he’s great, but at the same time you think 
RRAAAAAARRGGGGHH!!! 


(laughter) 


But I’m having a real good life and a real good 
time, you know, | do get to travel a lot. 


Yeah it certainly sounds that way, like you’re 
really on the road. 


Yeah and that’s why | am real happy, that | final- 
ly was given the chance, and | sit back and think 
of people who were never given the chance at 
all. It does work that way, it’s weird, we all have 
times when we Say everything is not fair and then 
we sit back and think, well yeah, | Know people 
who have it a lot more unfair than | have it. 


You’re travelling so much and working so hard 
these days, what about your private life? Not 
to pry, but do you find that your career in- 
terferes with relationships and friendships? 


Well, | found that over the years, like | said, a lot 
of friends get very strange when you start to make 
any progress at all in what you’re doing. This was 
very disillusioning for me because | always 
thought your friends were supposed to be so hap- 
py for you when things happened. 


But they type-cast you too? 


Oh yeah, and | found that a lot of them couldn't 
handle that | would have any type of success. 
Now I’m not saying that I’m any great star or 
anything, but any kind of success, you know, and 
especially any kind of monetary success, God for- 
bid anybody should have any money or have 
anything nice, unless it’s them. A lot of people 
got weird, but it sort of weeds everyone out. | 
think the friends | have now are friends that I’ll 
always have, a lot of them have been around for 
many years. 


You mention that you’re still in touch with 
John Waters. 


Oh, | adore John, we grew up together. 

Do you think you’ll do more work together? 
He’s writing a film for me now. Oh yeah, | mean 
as long as | like the parts and things, I’m not go- 


ing to say | would never work with him. | would 
always. | mean, | didn’t do Desperate Living with 


him, it’s the only one | haven’t done, but | really 


didn’t like the part and | had an offer to do a play 
in England. Well, | chose the play, but it had 
nothing to do with our friendship. 
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Is the Pearl Street show going to be your first 
show in Massachusetts? 


Oh no, | did a whole season in Provincetown. 


That’s right, you used to live there, didn’t 
you? : 


Yeah, | lived there for a couple of years. This was 
after | moved though. | came back and did a play. 


You had a shop there once? 


Yeah, “Divine Trash’’, a second hand clothing 
store, it was very popular. 


You have a great wardrobe. Who works on 
that? 


The same guy who always did it, he’s done all 
my shows, he’s great. 


So, you have a lot of long-standing relation- 
ships, people that you’ve been working with 
since you started out. 


You meet so many people and so many people 
tell you so many things and a lot of it is just talk 
and a lot of it’s — you know what it is, it’s b.s., 
you know. Really, it’s very important | think, to 
have people that you trust, that you know you can 
trust, and that you can confide in and talk to. I’ve 
found that a lot of people will ‘yes’ you. I’m cer- 
tainly no Elizabeth Taylor or Elton John or Prince 
or any star of that magnitude, but even on my 
level, working and working, I’m constantly trying 
to better myself and to get better parts. Yes, | 
want Academy Awards and | want Emmys, all 
those things. And why not? At one time | would 
have thought this was impossible, but the things 
that have happened to me in the last five years 
alone, it’s amazing. When | looked across right 
into Kris Kristofferson’s eyes and said lines to him 
and he answered me back and | realized that | 
really was in this movie, it was quite strange. | 
mean, | saw him do a film with Barbara Streisand! 
WHAT IS THIS??? | mean it’s such a thrill! 


When will it be released? 
Oh, | think in the late fall, they start editing it soon. 
So, it’s finished being shot? 


Yeah, they finished it up last week. 


What are your other plans? 


Well, | have a new single that just came out in 
London and it went right onto the charts. Today 
it’s number 41. So that’s real good. And | have 
another single | have to do next month, and then 
the album | cut in August. And | have a tour, | 
leave next Sunday for Norway and Denmark. 
Then I’m in Florida, in May. Bernard’s just been 
talking to Israel. They want me to come to Tel 
Aviv and Jerusalem. WA/T A MINUTE! Think 
they'll really appreciate my act in Jerusalem? 


I bet they will! 


~ I’ve been all over the place, it’s great. But the 


traveling itself is exhausting. | mean | can’t say, 
“oh it’s great,’’ because it’s not. So you go first 
class, you’re on the Concord, it doesn’t make any 
difference. It’s still exhausting when you’re do- 
ing three or four weeks of touring and you’re 
someplace every night. You just never have any 
time to get on schedules at all. 


Do you have a favorite audience? 


Well, of course when I’m home, because | am 
American and | think my show is very American. 
| love it when | play here and when | film here. 


You’re an incredibly versatile performer. 
You’ve got a film career, a theater career, a 
music career, a career as a comedian... Is 
there one that you prefer more than the 
others? 


| have no real favorite, | love doing them all. | love 


singing, entertaining, | love being live on stage. 
| don’t know if | really care to do another play. 
| find that very repetitious, should never say never 
though . .. But that’s my least favorite. But I’m 
not going to tell you that | won’t give you a 
dynamite show every time, eight times a week, 
cause | would. . . cause if you don’t do a good 
show, you end up hurting yourself and nobody 
else, that’s the very night that all the most im- 
portant critics are in, the show that you say ‘‘Oh 
phff, tonight I’m tired. sa 


You really can’t afford to blow anything off. 
No, you can’t ever let down for a minute. So | will 
be a lot happier, | think, when my own country, 
that | really do love, understands me more. 

Well, it seems like America is coming around. 
Yeah, they definitely are, but it takes quite a 
while. Everybody has a lot of work to do but 


everything can be done. 


Let’s see, | read that you were dieting. Is that 
something you feel comfortable talking about? 


Oh, yeah. 


Well, obviously for health reasons it’s a good 
idea. | guess I’m curious, do you want to get 
really small? 


Really small? No. But not what | was in Pink 
Flamingos. 


Do you think that your act is somewhat depen- 
dent on being very big? 


Weil, not as big as I’ve gotten. | don’t know, it’s 
confusing. | think that | have used that for an ex- 
cuse, to allow myself to get up to almost 400 
pounds. But yes, it’s part of the image, the 
character of Divine is very large, larger than life, 
all of that. Very big and sexy, but it got to the point 
where it wasn’t just big and sexy. | found it big 
and grotesque, and | wasn’t really happy being 
the person that was inside of the character 
Divine. It was time to make some changes. | have 
a check-up every six months, and I’m in perfect 
health, but the doctor was concerned about twen- 
ty years from now, what it would do to me then. 


In the last few years the medical profession 
has put an emphasis on the health risks of be- 
ing overweight, they talk about it as a major 
killer. Why do you think America has such a 
high proportion of overweight people? 


Well, you don’t see it anywhere else, and if you 
do people say, ‘“‘Oh, there’s an American.” It’s 
more American women, | think. That might not 
be true, | don’t know, you see them a lot when 
they’re out. Their husbands are at work. Who 
knows, they might be just as big. 


(laughter) 


| think Americans have been very pampered and 
very spoiled .. . We’ve never had a war in this 
country, which makes all the difference in the 
world. All those people everywhere I’ve been 
have experienced war right there at home. They 
weren’t just involved in one, they’ve lived through 
them. We’ve always been very lucky, they’ve 
always fought the wars somewhere else. In other 
countries they know food rationing, of course we 
had that here during the war, but | wasn’t born 
till ‘45. | mean, we hear about it, but we don’t 
know to the extent that they do. You talk to a 
European or an English person, they say, ‘‘Oh 
Americans just eat so much.” There’s so much 
on the table and so much on the plate. And a lot 
of the things we eat are the wrong things. Of 
course, a lot of women have to work now and 
can’t be the housewife that was so prevalent in 
the ‘40’s and the ‘50’s, so she depends on quick 
things, things she can pop into boiling water in 
plastic bags, or of course the hamburger place 
or pizza place or the Chinese, it’s not like it us- 
ed to be. | think often the wrong things are eaten, 
people eat because they know they have to eat. | 
For me, I’m trying to correct that now. 


Everybody out here in Northampton is getting 
very excited about you’re coming to Pearl St. 


Well, gooood. 


Since this interview will be published just a 
little while before you do your show in Nor- 
thampton, is there anything you want to say 
to everybody here in the way of greeting? 


I’m always looking forward to coming to play, and 
I’ll be there, and we’ll have a real good time. 


I’m sure we will. 


TWO NEW VALLEY PUBLICATIONS 


The first issue of RUBICON, a poetry magazine edited by 
Howard Dupuis and Jeffrey Whitehead, has just appeared. 
Although some of its initial contributors have Valley ties, the 
magazine has a national field of vision, and brandishes such 
stars as James Tate, Thomas Lux and Russell Edson on its 
first table of contents. Tate’s contribution is a diary entry, and 
helps to stimulate the appetite for Tate prose first aroused by 
his autobiographical piece The Route as Briefed. Edson, master 
prose-poet, presents more of his discombobulated universes. 
He once said, ‘‘When in doubt in a prose poem, torture an 
animal.”’ This selection, however, contains only a few 
dismembered dolls, one dead Sphinx, one dead Jack, and a 
father proposing that he and his family do away with 
themselves — a relatively light casualty list for four pages of 
Edson. 

Thomas Lux is well chosen for the opening pages — his work 
is maturing into bona fide required reading. There is a gorgeous 
translucent quality about each of his three very different medita- 
tions on mortality. Also noteworthy is a series of translations 

- of Rolf Jacobsen by Roger Greenwald. Rubicon is beautifully 
produced, high-quality paper, perfect-binding, austere litmag 
demeanor. It’s a real collector’s item for just $4.00. We need 
it. Call your bookstore. 

Critical Times is a new 12-page free tabloid published by a 
group of students at UMass. Its initial appearance, on the heels 
of the Whitmore sit-in, underlines the longstanding need for 
a new radical periodical in the area. Critical Times is refreshing- 
ly non-sectarian in its orientation, mixing student activism with 
anti-Imperialist perspectives, and printing gay and anarchist 
columnists. The effect is to tie seemingly local problems to in- 
ternational conditions, a gap that must be bridged for any 
serious organizing to begin. The launching of such a paper 
at this time provides further evidence that the University’s 
political climate is heating up fast. We'll be interested to see 
how far Critical Times can carry the present “popular front”’ 
orientation. Their writers’ diverse preoccupations point in many 
possible directions. 

Welcome to the Colosseum — the more gladiators, the 
quicker the lions get full. 


David Lenson 
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REVENGE OF THE WHATELY INN 
Chestnut Plain Road 
Whately Center 


The Whately Inn has not merely recovered from the famous fire. It is, if 
anything, the better for it. The new, larger kitchen has been put to the test 
during the first weeks of reopening by large crowds that couldn’t wait for 
another chance at Steve Kloc’s cooking. 

Except for the rebuilt stairway in the lobby and the magnificent new bar, 
it seems like the same old Whately Inn. The pre-fire menu is still in use, 
and diners who return in search of an old favorite will not be disappointed. 
The list of such favorites is long. The Capon Cordon Bleu, with its dark, rich 
sauce, is unlike any other we have tasted. Also back is the Veal Oscar, 
documented in Gourmet magazine, and the legendary Rack of Lamb. 

You-get lots of food at The Whately, and it’s all good. The regular dinner 
salad comes with little shrimp — house dressing is highly recommended. . 
Among appetizers, the softshell crab, any fettucine, or, in fact, anything in- 
volving shetlfish are excellent choices. Soups are another real specialty, 
made daily under Kloc’s direct supervision. There is always a gratinee in 
addition to the Soup du Jour. The attention to detail extends to dessert as 
well, where there is a daily offering from Mr. Kloc’s mother, Muzzy. 

The culinary style of Kloc and his sous-chefs, son Chip Kloc and Wayne 
Nelson, is part French and part New England. But another element is begin- 
ning to make itself apparent — Creole and Cajun cuisine, which Kloc resear- 
ched extensively during the long rebuilding. This new direction is not yet 
inscribed on the menu, so watch the specials. On our last visit, we started 
with Gumbo and went on to the Shrimp Dijonais, both sensational and full 
of authentic Louisiana flair. - 

The Whately is, as always, a family affair, with sons Kevin and Gary Kloc 
respectively behind the bar and on the floor. The elder Kloc’s father owned 
the Inn during the 1960’s, when it featured live entertainment. The stage 
is still in place, and its tables provide a nice view of the warm, unpreten- 
tious dining room. The Whately Inn is now open every evening, and the 
uniformly terrific food and service throughout all seven nights are a tribute 
not only to the virtues of chef-ownership, but also to the abilities of the 
energetic staff. 

Dinners at the Inn run between ten and fifteen dollars, with appetizer or 
soup, salad, all vegetables, dessert and coffee or tea included. There is full 
bar service and a first-rate wine list with particular strength in champagne. 
No credit cards are accepted, so bring check or cash. And give yourself 
lots of time — you won’t want to hurry. 


STEVEN WRIGHT 
AT THE IRON HORSE 


Steven Wright is beyond doubt the reigning king of the one-liner. Where 
most contemporary comedians favor narrative approaches, or else work by 
way of impressions and parody, Wright is one of that almost extinct species: 
the joke-teller. 

The joke-teller works a very dangerous terrain. Jokes are discrete 
moments, and even if grouped thematically do not necessarily add up to 
a coherent routine. Jokes must complement each other not only in content, 
but in rhythm and tone. This is why joke-tellers are prone to run hot and 
cold, either ‘‘on a roll’ or in serious danger. The counter is set back to zero 
every time a new joke is begun. An audience that appears to be conquered 
can turn hostile at one false move. And all this is doubly true for a purveyor 
of short jokes like Wright. 

The greatest challenge for a joke-teller is to present a unified character 
despite the fragmentary nature of the material. This requires serious acting 
ability. Visual charm is needed, and dexterity in dueling with audiences. In 
addition, jokes are notoriously vulnerable to theft — one-liners especially. 
Telling jokes, in short, is one hellish way to earn a living — something like 
prospecting in a minefield. : 

Wright seems to bring the word ‘‘genius’”’ to people’s lips. This is not on- 
ly because he practices his terrifying craft with such relish and confidence 
— genius or not, he is an undeniable master — it is also because of the 
extraordinary intellectual stimulation that his ‘tiokes”’ provide. | am starting 
to put ‘‘jokes”’ in quotation marks, because Wright’s quickies are really more 
like Zen Koans, or Socrates’ comebacks in the dialogues of Plato. At the 
end of each comes not only a laugh, but a tiny moment of philosophical crisis. 
In this respect, Wright is to comedy what Gary Larson is to cartooning — 
revealer of outrageous incongruities in our habit-blinded view of life on earth. 

Wright is a metaphysician, with a particular interest in problems of time 
and space. (For example: ‘‘The sign said ‘Breakfast Any Time.’ So | ordered 
pancakes in the Renaissance.’’) He is also intrigued with language as the 
perpetrator of illusions and misunderstandings. Semiology seems to be a 
‘major sideline: ‘I worked in the plant where they make hydrants. You couldn't 
park anywhere near the place.” He describes a universe whose inhabitants 
are prisoners both of habit and of form: “Pizza place near my house serves 
only slices. The guys in the back stand there throwing triangles in the air.” 
Or: “The other night | stuck my car key in the front door. House started up.” 

All this is delivered deadpan — but not quite. A smile leaks through the 
expressionlessness, as if against its 
owner’s will. The traditional poker face is modified into something far more 
original and complex. The leaking smile wins additional sympathy from the 
audience, by suggesting that the stuff is so funny that even he can’t keep 
a straight face. 

Leo T. Baldwin opened the show with a set of Down East humor, media 
parodies, and his famous ‘‘White rapping.” It was interesting to see that 
Baldwin, noted for his epic expansiveness, is equally effective in a short 
set. All in all, it was another memorable evening of comedy from Counter 
Productions, (made even better by Koko Taylor tapes on the Iron Horse deck 
before and after the show). = tet 
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-ELWELL’S ISLAND 


Elwell’s Island has been the dream vacation land for many a boater and/or townie since the advent 
of the Tasmanian Devil Empire. Mudsharks, giant sloargs, mud-puppies, land sharks and beached 
whales have made their homes there for centuries. Now, with man-made lagoons and beaches, it at- 
tracts a larger variety of vacationers than ever before. To enter the island, one must either swim, arrive 
by boat, airplane, or shimmy down the cable from the railroad trestle with one’s picnic basket. Brush 
fires, wild game hunting, and Cars are prohibited. 


1) Godzilla’s Ravine — really gorged by the mouths of cranes, giant bulldozers and the jaws of life, 
it was made for those hard-to-satisfy mountain climbers and thrill-seekers who have already jumped 
off Sugarloaf and Mt. Tom. Wildlife will include artificial wombats, cloned triceratops, and other prehistoric 
replicae IF the town can afford the high price of the genetic tricks it would take to produce such creatures; 
however, we still await a grant from the National Embowlment of the Arts. 


2) Nancy’s Beach — a cool place to swim on the hottest days of the year. Dug out of a riverbank 
with plastic shovels and blue rubber pails, then filled in by the dumping of raw sewage and kitty litter, 
it’s a great spot for anorexic exploits, and that slimy tan . . . muscle beach it ain’t. 


3) Slugwhart Swamp — the greatest place to bring the kids, or that wimpy high school nerd before 
graduation. Dug out by huge rocks from the remains of the Hadley Glacier, the swamp houses such 
wild life as octopus, squid, loan sharks, and many an ancient amoeba, swampfox, and various other 
furry fish, even trouser trout!! Rumor has it that parts of movies such as The Fog and Poltergeist were 
filmed here. And yes, it’s the same Swamp they dragged in Psycho! 


Stella Spambottom 


PHIL SPACE 


RUBBISH’S 
TRAVELUG 


Well, summer is almost here, and it’s just 
about time for your vacation. Why anyone 
who lives in New England would pick the 
summertime for their vacation is beyond 
me, but then so many things are. Besides, 
it’s. your Miller Time and you can spend it 
as foolishly as you wish. My reason for liv- 
ing this month is to offer a pocket travel 
guide to help you discern between 
foolishness and stupidity. 


LEAVING YOUR HOME 


1) Lock your house from the inside. 

2) Give a key toa trustworthy teenage 
neighbor who has been bonded bya 
reputable federal agency. 

3) Arrange in advance for a pizza to be 
delivered to your home every afternoon. This 
will insure daily visits by the teenager, who 
will feed your pets, so they won’t die. 

4) Booby-trap your rumpus room. 

5) Place ads in local newspapers and radio 
and televison stations that you are proud to 
be “Making It In Massachusetts,” and would 
never consider taking a trip anywhere, even 
for a moment, and that you are simply not 
going to answer your telephone for a while 
because you are sick of depending on 
machines. 

6) Make your bed with pillows stuffed under 
the covers so that it looks like someone is 
always in it. (Like the.corpse in Psycho, but 
pillows will do). 

7) Bring your traveling clock, if you can find 
it. 


ON THE ROAD 


Car: 

1) Always pick up hitchhikers. Their stories 
are usually entertaining, and if you are travel- 
ing with kids you know just how important 
entertainment can be. 

2) If you walk out of a service station 
restroom and the attendant claims he just 
replaced your valve pump and you owe him 
$700, don’t pay cash. Offer to work it off. 


Plane: 

1) If you insist on smoking, at least open a 
window. (You’ll find instructions in the 
emergency pamphlet with the arrows). 

2) Ask for a wine list, and if they don’t have 
one settle for draft beer. 

3) If you need to use the restroom and they 
are all full, don’t scream, ‘I’m going to ex- 
plode!”’ (Also never yell, ‘‘My compass is go- 
ing haywire). 

4) When you leave the plane and the staff 
thanks you for flying their airline, thank them 
for using AT&T. Then reach out and touch 
them. 


Other: 

1) Do not attempt to walk across this country. 
Some folks tout the ‘“‘see the land” approach 
to vacations, but walking can be monotonous 
and tiring. Some say pogostick it and | sup- 
pose it is their right. 

2) If you want to take a train but are 
derailment-conscious, call Amtrak and de- 
mand to personally inspect the track over 
which you will be traveling. This way if you 
are killed in a wreck, the insurance company 
cannot invoke the ‘‘negligent suicide clause,”’ 
and your beneficiaries will hold you in . 
reverence for years to come. If you live, it’s 
all water under the dam. 


BEING THERE 


1) Never check into a hotel that requires a 
strip search. 

2) Never loan your wallet to a Stranger. If he 
insists, chances are it’s some sort of ‘“‘scam”’. 
3) Most hotel and restaurant personnel feel 
cheapened by a tip. They are more than hap- 
py just to see the smile on your face as they 
serve you. However, if you must feel like a 
bigshot, always preface a tip with, “You and | 
know you don’t deserve this, so don’t spend 
it all in one place.” 

4) If you go camping, don’t befriend anyone 
wearing a hockey mask. 

5) If you cook outdoors, be aware of rain. If 
you boil rainwater for tea or coffee, salt it 
heavily. It will boil 

faster. 


THE HAMPER 


Here it is Spring, and Vinnie Van Gee is still wearing ear 
muffs, has he got something to hide?? and why did he 
tape up one ear at the OH NO! NOHO! interview party? 
and what about the other Vinnie, will he really marry a 
housewife?? What about those who are ‘Desperately 
Seeking Nastassja’’?. . .Fart-Man was spotted in front of 
Whalens with that certain look on his face; the window 
behind him was melting. . .It will be a great time for the 
townies to have their town back when the’ smithies leave. 
but they say it’s bad for businesses here in the summer- 
time. . .i guess that means that we who are wage slaves 
and taxpayers here can’t afford to buy clothes, eat pizza 
and get our hair done all the time! ard where will WE go 
on vacation?? Easthampton??? OH NO! EAHOI!!!. . .Buddy 
Rubella said that he heard an Amway Salesman was the 
guy who set Charles Manson on fire in prison. . .Charlie 
commented: ‘I! don’t know what it is about me, but | seem 
to attract all the kooks” (Vanity Fair, April issue, page 14). 
Whats sorong wid you? a man in diaper-like pants was 
seen in the laundromat. . .| wonda where he keeps his 
wallet. . .Did you hear the Singing Nun and her lover com- 
mitted suicide?. . .The Whole Wheat Crusaders inhabit 
most of the capuccino route on the main boulevard, wear- 
ing their cut-up Bart’s T-shirts, mopping floors in peasant 
skirts and birkenstocks. Where is the true style in NOHO? 
or is there really any at all? Or does it get siphoned down 
from the runways in Paris, into Vogue magazine, sifted 
through silos & dragged through manure piles in Hadley, 
and filtered out through the Maxwell House coffee grinds, 
& spoken for in a fake French accent by the hopeful Jerry 
Halls and Isabella Rossellinis???? Most fashion in NOHO 
is a poor excuse for an eyesore. . .Stella Spambottom 
says she takes her fashion tips from Yiki & Yuki, the ‘‘Bob 
& Ray” of Japanese fashion! Did you catch Isaac Asimov 
on Dr. Ruth a while back??? He spoke of sex in the 
future, sex in Space!!! | bop, you bop, they bop; he, she, 
it bops. . . .Chuck and Dan were waiting for left-overs out- 
side Bonducci’s last week, however the beef cakes and 
cherry pie had already been eaten!. . .Flying monkey men 
from the witch’s castle were spotted by a naked man from 
a window at Old School Commons on April 19th in the 
Southwestern sky; he was just watering his plants he said. 
. .Did you hear DIVINE will be appearing at Pearl Street? 
Lusty Ludmilla said “I hope she doesn’t lick my furniture 
when I’m not home’’. . .Pres, | hope the beast is under 
control. . . .Three members of the Squam Patrol rescued a 
young woman from Willie the Wiesel at the fishcoteque 


TOY BEE . 


THE PERFECT VACATION 


Stella Spambottom thinks the greatest vacation would be six weeks 
in the French West Indies, lying in the sun, swimming, snorkeling 
among the squid and sloargs, drinking Pina Coladas with the Scor- 
pio, Taurus or Tony Perkins look-alike of her choice. Maybe she 
should go with Jim ‘‘The Poet’’ T., who wants to be “‘a sybarite in 
a cottage on Martinique, with plenty of sun and sea, surrounded by 
incredibly beautiful people.’’ Sister Luke of the Sisters of Perpetual 
Complacencies says she just got back from a scuba-diving adven- 
ture in Puerto Rico, where she didn’t have to spend that much time 
on her knees (offering up the usual plenary indulgences). Uncle Don 
suggests a more austere setting, stranded in a storm on the Aran 
islands with 200 virgins and an endless supply of Guinness. 


Rainbow Blue says the perfect vcacation would be spent at Emily’s 
Blue Peninsula in South Amherst, but there’s no return. Jim McDee 
said he’d pick a trip back in time, (Sounds just like his radio show). 
Drew A.’s ideal getaway would be three weeks in an R.V. parked 
in front of Thorne’s. 

A.C. Cobra generally goes to Detroit every year or so — ‘‘It’s like 
a foggin’ trip to Mecca, is what it is like,’ he testifies. 


Vinnie van Gee is so into the new noise music that he dreams of 
spending a weekend in one of the motels on Route 9 in Hadley. Betty 
Rubbish would like a nostalgic trip to Uranium City, where she grew 
up, but Lusty Ludmilla has never seen Chicopee Falls and thinks 
this is the year. : 

Dr. Sax always makes for Saxony. No matter where you go for your 
perfect vacation, remember the poor executive who gets a notice 
of four months’ transfer to New Zealand starting May 15. Toast him 
with a green drink. 


How to Fashion a Summer Vacation = 


TOY BEE 


Given that it’s decreed by order of cultural suction 
that you’ re all required to do your bit on the rockpile 
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of Noho’s happy uplift, for summer Naomi recom- 
mends dense wools, black leather, and motorcycle 
boots with a good load of lead In the sole. That way 
you can pass out promptly from the heat and sweat 
of your labor, and retire immediately to a bar or dance 
hall where at least you can lose consciousness by 
virtue of one-armed or two-legged acts of your own 
free will. On the other hand, if you’re really brave you 
can shave your head right down to nub and skull and 
none of the stiffs around town will want to hire you 
anyway. 


last saturday night. . .she eagerly received our warning. . 
.Second City, a comedy group from Chicago, performed at 
the Iron Horse on April 21, however they were no match 
for our own funny Dadavision group; we have so many 
talented people under our noses, and no one seems to 
give them the support they really deserve. . .Cakes and 
Rides were offered to three heavy ladies from Chicopee 
last week, they said they were already stuffed, but would 
take a ride to Holyoke to play Bingo. . .It was recently 
disclosed that one of the owners of the North Star was 
formerly a Fuller Brush Man.!!! 
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MONDAY MORNING 
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247 MAIN ST. NORTHAMPTON, MASS. -» 586-4239 
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ONTE: 


The Pleasant St. Theater 


27 Pleasant St./Northampton, MA. 586-0935 
Please call ior up to the minute information. ‘ 
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Dear NO-HO: 


Enclosed is money for a year’s subscription to 
your magazine. | find you a refreshing alternative 
to the Valley Advocate which has dominated that 
area for too long & is getting more ‘‘Yuppie”’ 
every year, a tendency | first noticed more than 
a couple of years ago. | like your cartoon section, 
a come-back of SCAT, a publication | was sorry 
to see go a few years ago... 


By the way, | was a bit appalled by your “‘Gen- 
trification” issue (one of the reasons | re-located 
out of that area). | sure hope it doesn’t happen 
to Brattleboro! (Though being well aware of the 
prociivities of real estate capitalists, it is a distinct, 
hopefully distant possibility). 


Keep up the good work! 


John-Forrest Bamberger 
Brattleboro 


Howdy Folks: 


First, a special thanks to you for your publication. 
Lordie knows how many times I’ve needed a 
laugh real bad and it was right there, even when 
the National Lampoon failed me. 


Second, special regards to Butty and Beddy Rub- 
bish from the long lunatic who moved into Room 
17 at the Hot L. . . l’m sure they spend more time 
in bars now than they did then. 


Third, the business at hand. The following letter 
is being sent everywhere | can: think of: 


“Hi. | usually work for Tri Country Youth Pro- 
grams and Greenpeace U.S.A., but there’s 
something going on now so important that the 
program youth, some fellow Greenpeacers and 
concerned local residents are going to be 
devoting most of our time to it over the next few 
months. We want to make the beginning of July 
a new lease on life for some of the starving in 
Africa. We’re asking you to make June 1985 the 
Pioneer Valley Mobilization Month of the U.S.A. 
For Africa Campaign. We’re asking all the folks 
in Valley businesses, schools, media, music 
fields, etc. to pitch in something in the way of a 
special day, week or month where certain 
business (increased by the publicity) proceeds 
will go to save lives. We hope to organize this 
by 5/19 to give you in the media time to ready 
the public by 5/31. Of benefit would be donations 
for tag and bake sales, student car washes, a 
time when a small percentage from the sale of 
your products would be donated, benefits in clubs 
and taverns by concerned musicians, etc. We 
hope to have one preplanned special sale/activity 
for every day of the month by 5/19, followed by 
a massive publicity campaign listing your 
business, its day and part in the operation. So 
that you know where the proceeds are going, 
please mail them yourself to Save The Children 
Foundation, 777 U.N. Plaza, New York, NY. 
There’s not much time while the students are still 
here and can be involved, but the Ethiopians 
have less time than that. Please respond soon. 
A card will take only a day, and I'll make sure to 
respond to you as quickly.”’ 


Doug Rose 
9 Union Street 
Northampton 


Door Bulbs and Light Knobs 
Antiques, Used Furniture 
Costume Jewelry 


Dear Editors: 


Recently a friend and | were up at UMass for the 
day and we dropped by the radio station for a 
tour. On our way out we picked up OH NO! 
NOHO! #5 and we were both extremely 
impressed. 


Could you please tell me if it’s possible to 
subscribe to your paper? | attend Western New 
England College in Springfield, but | would like 
to receive this paper at my home in New Jersey 
(no jokes please!) 


Sincerely, 


Suzanne Ryan 
Mahwah, N.J. 


Dear Suzanne: 


Thanks for your encouragement. Don’t worry, 
we’d never think of making New Jersey jokes. 
Anyplace that has the mosquito for its state bird 
doesn’t need them. 


The Editors 


Dear Nohoites: 


| just read your gentrified issue. Fantasia, Ross 
Brothers don’t know what they talk about, par- 
ticularly the first one. | would not believe anyone 
that uses words like ‘‘politically charged,’ when 
every word we use is charged not only with 
semantics, but psychological, social, ethnic, 
cultural background. 


| saw all the changes mentioned in that issue. Yet 
there are more Puerto Ricans on Market St. than 
ever before, (except in the old days when they 
used to live on Pleasant St. in the Sheehan’s 
vicinity). The fact is that liberal archi-super liberal 
Northampton is not only pseudo-everything but 
condescending, patronizing, paternalistic. 


Racism, prejudice, is what concerns me. Money, 
after all, is what worries us. So what? If the poor 
can’t pay their rent, help them move to 
Easthampton or Holyoke As long as you can buy 
the Jatest records, watch a good movie from other 
places than the U.S.A., rent a VCR, do the laun- 
dry at Packard’s or go see the Ross Brothers and 
Sisters, some in Hawley and some in Sze’s, life 
will be worthwhile. 


Finally, | must remind all of you children of the 

Generation that there are many things 
going on besides buying-selling, 
sado-masochism. 


Your only reader in this side of the 3rd World, 
South of the South, 


Raul Feliciano 
Caguas, Puerto Rico 


OH NO! NOHO! is always glad to hear from its 


thousands of readers. Write to us at P.O. Box 
413, Northampton, Massachusetts 01060. 


andrea - 
for hair 


225 Main St. 


THE COSMIC 
UNDERDOG 


ARIES: with Mars conjuncting your limp node 
in Aspidistra, you’re headed into a blind drive 
this month when someone crosses their legs 
and breaks your glasses. you’ll probably have 
to take a refresher course in anatomy by 
Braille. a good friend exhibits cretinoid 
behavior, and makes future plans for summer 
a dis-asteroid . . . not to worry, a squamous 
attitude will protect you from further lym- 
phogenous infestation. to attract more atten- 
tion, invest in an awesome rhinestone- 
studded doggie collar, rubber shorts, and 
buggie whip . . . say 5 Our Fathers and 7 
Hail Marys... 

Your Color: NAZI NEON 


TAURUS: everything looks rosy in your flower 
bed until the 17th, when a druid snake dance 
ritual lures you into trouble that causes an 
eruption of your vehiculiar molar and inflam- 
mation of that ingrown toenail. collecting 
spores and fungi could be a fun pastime .. . 
Monospasms created by the Crab Nebula 
may explain the Jekyll/Hyde behavior that 
would make it rough to hunt by day, fly by 
nite. however, this condition can correct itself 
by practicing dinoflagellata on weekends .. . 
Your Color: PARABULIA PINK 


GEMINI: many decisions concerning fashion 
& social life are difficult to make at this time 
because of the flare-ups caused by the Nip- 
pon Nebula. pagan fertility rites are being 
performed behind locked doors and windows, 
so before you go out, make sure you unplug 
your electric blanket, disconnect your homo- 
nuclear reactor, and scrub your potato- 
masher thoroughly. avoid doing the funky 
chicken & spilling gravy all down your white 
shirt . . . stay away from people your own 
age, and skinny dipping with a mud puppy. 
enforce the “‘doublethink”’ standard to 
stabilize ‘‘sexcrime’”’ environment. . . 

Your Color: MIDRIFF MAUVE 


CANCER: now that the lusty month of may 
has arrived and “‘you look marvelous,” 
nobody will be able to resist that mopey 
smirk! keep the 3-D glasses in the top 
drawer, and plenty of bags to fit over the 
head . . . but make sure they really are the 
‘gate keeper’ before you get into that 
orgasmatron! 

Your Color: MARSUPIAL MEDIUM 


LEO: now that hormone levels are high, it’s a 
great time to take lessons from Doris the 
Dominatrix, or a course in Human Sexuality 
in Small Engine Repair. animal magnetism 
brought about by the full moon in Scorpio 
makes for unpleasant dreams of furry 
creatures & rodents. avoid 

playing ‘pin the tail on the donkey’ and blind 
dates with the ‘snap-on’ man. a nose job and 
‘Tina Turner’ wig will add to your attrac- 
tiveness for that hot weekend date. stock up 
on Koromex Il and rug rat repellent... 

Your Color: DIZIGOOSE DARK 


VIRGO: bad time for you now that the 
Klingon groupings are numerous. read more 
H. P. Lovecraft, and be prepared for astral re- 
jection. get that stomach in shape with the 
AYDS diet plan, and don’t eat too many mar- 
shmellow chickens. you can extinguish your 
sexual appetite with a sugar-free crumb cake, 
or with the practice of autoerotic asphyxia: 
however, this may not be recommended for 
better gas milage... 

Your Color: HYPERPHASIA HUE 


COLONIAL PACKAGE 


Domestic and Imported Beer, 
Wine and Liquor 


Open 9:00 a.m. till 11:00 p.m. 
Fast Delivery 


Phone: | 584-5101 


Screening BOF’s since 1975 
11 Button St. Northampton, MA 


BY STELLA 
SPAMBOTTOM 


LIBRA: now that your Dub Star is entering 
your asteroid in Uranus, testosterone 
treatments may be required for allergic reac- 
tions. avoid squid, preparation H, and ‘clams 
carisi’. a monkey bite could result in fallen ar- 
ches should you be a tight rope walker. 
romance can be a big confusion, stay away 
from Smithies, you won’t be able to tell the 
nuts from the bolts now that Lent is over... 
Your Color: SURROGATE SIENNA 


SCORPIO: bad time to play “blind man’s 
bluff” with that neurotic fish . . . heavy pollen 
activity affected by the Neptunian Node 
clouds your erogenous zones and this could 
limit your sexual fantasies. maybe Sade is 
Passe! get a jump on the flea season by stay- 
ing off futons and door mats. the full moon in 
your sign causes anxieties about easter eggs 
that haven’t hatched yet, and you may end 
up a basket case in a bed full of ladies’ 
undergarments. for penance, practice the dog 
paddle for the milkbone mercenaries . . . 
Your Color: VAMPIRE VIOLET 


SAGITTARIUS: this month, Gozar and the 
‘key master’ conjuncting Herman Parker’s 
Moon cause an attraction to altar boys. avoid 
missionary positions, the greek way, & female 
body-building magazine recipients. religious 
guilt brings about nightmares of Mr. T and 
people whose necks are bigger than your 


waist. romance finds you with a deviant lover — 


who desires to tape up your buns. . . 
Your Color: LITHIUM LAKE 


CAPRICORN: Pluto semi-sextile to the 
Pillsbury Dough-Boy makes your blood thicker 
than gazpacho this month and you could get 
caught in a tree outside the convent or rec- 
tory with that ‘‘devil may care’’ attitude . . . 
naughty, naughty. you must subject yourself 
to punishments: either endure three hours of 
standing with Suntan Man by the bank, or 
purchase a flowered rubber bathing cap for 
the Calvin Coolidge Monument. avoid com- 
plete frontal nudity, and report to your Rabbi . 


Your Color: BOWIE-EYE-BLUE 


AQUARIUS: an odontoblast from Orion con- 
juncts the sporozoite Star which creates an 
electromagnetic environment for your creative 
energies. ideas seem too wonderful, but be 
careful who you share your Wayne Newton 
portfolio with. electricity rules your sign, super 
vixens & table lamps give good shock 
therapy, however avoid lightning storms and 
silver nail polish. liver spots could require the 
use of masked man and indian homeopathy. 
invest in silver bullets and white-man tongue 
depressers ... 

Your Color: TITANIUM TURBINATE 


PISCES: radioactivity given off by a raw 
sewage plant near your house mounts your 
anguliar cookie Cluster which makes for 
uneven sexual role playing. seek treatment by 
watching old Russ Meyer & Roger Vadim 
flicks. fall asleep at the beach, and learn to 
enjoy your Tony Perkins nightmares. invest in 
some inflatable apparati, like tubes, snorkels, 
& rubber suits to cushion that protein defi- 
ciency . . . ingest nematodes, burnt chili 
sauce, and nasty spumonti. stop listening to 
Morris Day, and get an eclectic diskectomy. . 


Your Color: YARD APE GRAPE 
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FINE WINES AND LIQUORS 


FOR THE VALLEY’S 


FINEST WINES 
~ AND 
~ WINE ADVICE 


584-8174 
333 Russell St. (Route 9), Hadley, Mass. 01035 
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LISTINGS 


We accept notices of events from 
any and all sources, but reserve the 
right to run listings on the basis of 
space limitations and editorial 
preferences. Please send notices to 


OH NO! NOHO!, ‘“‘Listings,’’ BOX: 


413, Northampton, MA 01060. 


VISUAL ARTS 


AT PADDINGTON’S PIZZA. Paul Dimaittia, 
paintings of cows; Haitian art: a private col- 
lection; and a large group painting by local 
artists under the direction of George Kosel. 
Coming in June: African beach photos by 
South African artist Tessa Gordon. 


STEPHEN CALCAGNINO Multi-media in- 
Stallation. Gallery 2, Thorne’s Marketplace, 


- Northampton, May 17 to June 12. Recep- 


tion: May 17, 6:00 to 9:00 pm. 


THE CHILDREN OF DARKNESS Paintings . 


by Raphael Colon Morales, Hampden 
Gallery, UMass, through May 15. 


COUNTRY FOLK Black and white 
photographic prints by Shelley Rotner, 
Gallery 1, Thorne’s Marketplace, Northamp- 
ton, May 17 to June 12. Reception: May 17, 
6:00 to 9:00 pm. 


WILLIAM LEMESHEVSKY Prints and pain- 
tings. Forbes Library, Northampton, through 
May 31. 


MADE IN WESTERN MASSACHUSETTS 
Juried show of Western Mass craftspeople. 
Gallery 2, Thorne’s Marketplace, Northamp- 


ton, June 15 to June 26. Reception: June . 


19, 7:00 to 9:00 pm. 


TOM MORTON Paintings. Forbes Library, 
Northampton, through May 31. 


PORTRAITS: FIVE WOMEN BY FIVE 
WOMEN Artworks of varied media by area 
women artists. Northampton Center for the 


Arts, Old School Commons, through May | 


13. 


TOUJOURS ENCEINTE Watercolors by 
Helen Chester, Gallery 1, Thorne’s 
Marketplace, Northampton, through May 14. 


TWENTY YEARS AGO Current work by ex- 
hibitors at the original American Crafts 
Council Show, Stowe, 1966. Gallery 1, 
Thorne’s Marketplace, Northampton, June 
15 to June 26. Reception: June 19, 7:00 to 
9:00 pm. 


“SS 246444644 


SHECCECEEE HEC EDGE 
+866 CeH ee 


: » . el 
IRON HORSE PRESENTS 


BILLY BRAGG AT THE RUSTY NAIL 
MAY 10th. BE THERE. 
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DON’T MISS THE THREE O’CLOCK 
AT PEARL STREET. MAY 30th. 


PERFORMING ARTS 


CHAPEL JAZZ ENSEMBLE Spring concert. 
Bowker Auditorium, UMass, May 14, 8:00 
pm. 


DARTMOUTH COMPOSERS LIVE IN CON- 
CERT World Premiere program featuring 
works by faculty composers. Bezanson 
Recital Hall, UMass, May 16, 8:00 pm 


DREAMS WITHOUT BOUNDARIES A new 
play by Andrea Hairston. Gallery 3, Thorne’s 
Marketplace, Northampton, May 9, 10 and 
11, 8:00 pm. 


FISH SWAPPIN’ HEAD POCKETS. 2 bands, 
2 bucks. Cheap live music. Somewhere in 
Hamp. May 24, 9 p.m. Bring your mommas and 
papooses. No juicers organic or otherwise. 


FURNITURE BOY A play by Rich Hack, 
presented by No Theater. Gallery 3, 
Thorne’s Marketplace, Northampton, May 
31, June 1, 7 and 8, 8:00 pm. 


MADRIGAL SINGERS Concert featuring 
works of Banchieri and Monteverdi. Bezan- 
son Recital Hall, UMass, May 13, 8:00 pm. 


MAKE MY DADAVISION. Live Dadavision 
show, comedy, films, video, cajuns, Headswap- 


‘pers. May 15, 9 p.m. Hamden, UMass. No 


Cover. 


THE RIDE ACROSS LAKE CONSTANCE A 
play by Peter Handke. Rand Theatre, Fine 
Arts Center, UMass, May 9-11, 8:00 pm. 


SQUARING THE CIRCLE, CIRCLING THE 
SQUARE Sharma Allison and Lucy 
Rumack, dance choreographers. Gallery 3, 
Thorne’s Marketplace, Northampton, June 
29, 8:00 pm. 


UNIVERSITY CHORALE Concert featuring 
works by Haydn and Halsey Stevens. 
Bowker Auditorium, UMass, May 12, 4:00 
pm. 
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